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"Id Beg leave, MA- 
[© Dam, to flatter 
$A myſelf, that the 

s ſame Condeſcen- 
ion and Goodneſs which has 

admitted ſeveral of theſe 

Pieces into your Cloſet in 


A 2 Manu- 


iv. DypfCAT TON. 


fi Mandſcript, will permit 
then all to make this pub- 
3 lick Ap earance before you. 
F | Wow i ad) yſhip's known 

Character \ Ad Taſte for 
F every thing that is pious and 
polite, give an honourable 
Sanction to thoſe Writings 
which ſtand . 
by your Name and Appro- 
bation: Tis no Wonder 
| then that theſe Ess AYS 
| ſhould ſeek the F ayour of 


| fucha Patronage. 


Tho” the 8 ak 
ſes himſelf much a 3 er 
to the great and folendid 

| Part 


Dxrvpication. V 


Part of Mankind, yet ſince 
yourLadyſhip was pleaſed to 
indulge him a Share in the 
Honours of your Friend- 
ſhip, he cannot but take 
Pleaſure to have been a 
| Witneſs of thoſe Virtues, 
whereby you bear up the 
Dignity of our holy Reli- 
gion and the bleſſed Goſ- 
pel, amidſt all the tempting 
Grandures of this World, 
and in an Age of growing In- 
fidelity. He acknowledges 
it a Part of his Felicity, 
that he has had Opportuni- 
ty to learn how happily the 

„ Lei- 


vi DEDICATION. 


Leiſure which you borrow 
from the Magnificence and 
Ceremonies of a Court; 1s 
employ'd in devout Con- 
templations, in the Study 
of Virtue, and among. the 
Writings of the beſt Poets 
in our own, or in foreign 
Languages, fo far as — 
are chaſte and! innocent. 


Bur tis no eaſy Tak, 
as a late ingenious Pan * 1 
expreſs d Rf to fp eak the 
mauy name le c. Graces and 
native Riches of ; a Mind, ca- 


* Ar. Fuerte, in the Dedication b 
Poem on n the Spring. 


pable 


DEPDICAT ION. vn 
pable ſo much at once to re- 


liſh Solitude, and adorn So- 
ciety. 

M a ſuch a valuable Life 
be drawn out to an uncom- 
mon Length, as the richeſt 
of Bleſſings to your noble 
Family May You ſhine 
long in your exalted Sta- 
tion an illuſtrious Pattern 
of ſuch Goodneſs as may 
command a Reverence and 
Imitation among thoſe who 
ſtand round Yoo; in higher 
or lower Life! And Mon 
5 our Spirit ſhall take its 


light to ſuperior Regions, 
944 and 
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and that bliſsful World 
whither your Meditation 
and your Hope have often 
raiſed you, may the Court 
of Great Britain never want 
Succeſſors in your honoura- 
ble Houſe to adorn and ſup- 
port it. In the Sincerity 
of theſe Wiſhes, I take 
leave to ſubſcribe myſelf, 
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ADAM, 


Your Ladyſhip's moſt Obedient 
Humble Servant, 
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THE 


Ie S every Man has ſome Amuſements 
er an Hour of Leiſure, I have cho- 
by 155 ſen Mathematical Science, Philgſo- 
„% and Pochß, for mine; and the 
fruits of ſome of thoſe Hours have 
been communicated to the World, I 
acknowledge my Obligation to the preſent Age, 
which has given a favourable Acceptance to the Zy- 
rick Poems printed in my Youth, the plain Ru- 
diments "of Geography and Aſtronomy, and the Trea- 
tiſe of Logick, publiſhed ſome Years ago, and to thoſe 
| ſcattered Eſſays of Philoſophy which I put together 
| laſt 


X The PREFACE. 
laſt Year. Theſe Gleanings of eſe, and occaſional 
Thoughts on Miſcellaneous Subjects, which have been 
growing under my Hands for thirty Years, are now 
collected for a Preſent to the Publick, under the En- 


couragement it has given me to expect the fame 
Candour, 


THarT the Compoſure of Verſe is not beneath the 
Dignity even of ſublime and ſacred Characters, ap- 
pears in the Example of David the Prophet and the 
King; to which, if I ſhould add Meſes and Solomon, 
it would ſtill ſtrengthen the Argument, and ſupport 
the Honour of this Art, And how far Poeſy has been 
made ſerviceable to the Temple and the Intereſt of 
Religion, has been ſet in a ſufficient Light by ſeveral 
Pens ; nor need I repeat here what is written, in the 
Preface to my Book of Poems, on that Subject. But I 
muſt confeſs it needs ſome Apology, that when I had 
told the World twenty-five Years ago that I expected 
the future Part of my Life would be free from the 
Service of the Muſe, I ſhould now diſcover my Weak- 
neſs, and let the World know that I have not been 
able to maintain my Purpoſe. 


IT is true indeed, ſome of theſe Copies were 
written before that Time, yet a good Part of them 
muſt date their Exiſtence ſince ; for where Nature 
has any ſtrong Propenſity,even from our Infant-Life, 4 

Wi 
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will awake and ſhew itſelf on many Occaſions, tho? it 
has been often and ſincerely reſiſted, and ſubdued, and 
laid to fleep, And as I have found my Thoughts 
many a time carried away into four or five Lines of 
Verſe &er I was aware, and ſometimes in oppoſition 
to my Will, ſo I confeſs I have now and then indulg- 
ed it for an Hour or two, as an innocent and grate- 
ful Diverſion from more ſevere Studies, In this 
View I offer it to my Friends; and amongſt the many 
Pieces herein contain'd, I hope there are ſome which 
will give them an agreeable Amuſement, and perhaps 
ſome Elevation of "Thought towards the Things of 
Heaven. But in order to taſte any degree of Plea- 
ſure, or reap any Profit by the reading, I muſt in- 
treat them ſincerely to ſeek the Entertainment of their 
Hearts, as in the Converſation of a Friend; and not 
to hunt after the painful and aukward Joys of ſour 
Criticiſm, which is ever buſy in ſeeking out thing 


to diſguſt itſelf, 
I MAKE no Pretences to the Name of a Poet, or 
a polite Writer, in an Age wherein ſo many ſuperior 
Souls ſhine in their Works through this Nation, 
Could I diſplay the Excellencies of Virtue and Chriſ- 
tian Piety in the various Forms and Appearances of it, 
with all the Beauty and Glory in which Mr. Pope 
has ſet the Kingdom of the Meſſiah by his well-ming- 
led Imitations of Jaiah and Virgil; could I paint Na- 
ture and the animated Wonders of it in ſuch ſtrong 
and 
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and lively Colours as Dr. Young has done; could 
I deſcribe its lovely and dreadful Scenes in Lines of 
ſuch Sweetneſs and Terror, as he has deſcribed them 
in his Paraphraſe on Part of the Book of Fob; I ſhould 
have a better Ground for a Pretence to appear among 
the Writers of Verſe, and do more Service to the 
World. Could I imitate thoſe admirable Reprefenta- 
tions of Human Nature and Paſſion which that inge- 
nious Pen has given us, who wrote the late Volumes of 
Epiſtles from the Dead to the Living, and Letters Moral 
and Entertaining, I ſhould then hope for happier Suc- 
ceſs in my Endeavours to provide innocent and im- 
proving Diverſions for polite Yauth. But ſince I can 
boaſt of little more than an Inclination and a Wiſh that 
Way, I muſt commit the Proviſion of theſe Amuſe- 
ments to ſuch celebrated Authors as I have now men- 
tioned, and to the riſing Genius's of the Age: And 
may the Honour of Poeſy be retrieved by them, from 
the Scandal which has been caſt upon it by the Abuſe 
of Verſe to looſe and profane Purpoſes. 


Ir there are many of theſe Pieces which may ſeem 
to carry in them ſomething too youthful and trivial, 
I entreat my Friends to remember, tis a Collection of 
ſuch Compoſitions of this Kind from my early Vears 
as I have found among my Papers; and if I had ne- 
ver publiſhed them myſelf, I fear it would have been 
done ſome time or other by Perſons into whoſe Hands 

they 
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The PREFACE Kii 
they might have been diſperſed 3 and then the many 
mingled Blunders, which always ariſe from frequent 


Tranſcriptions, would have utterly diſguſted the Rea- 


der, as well as brought a double Diſgrace upon 
the Writer. 


*T 1s impoſſible for the niceſt and moſt correct Pen 
to avoid the Offence of thoſe Readers who carry an 
Exceſs of Delicacy always about them, much leſs do I 
expect it here : Nor is it within the Power of any Man 
who writes, to eſcape the Cenſure of thoſe whoſe 
Minds are fo full of vile and uncleanly Images, that 
they will impoſe their own diſhoneſt and impure 
Ideas upon Words of the moſt diſtant and innocent 
Sound, Every low and malicious Wit may turn 
even ſacred Language to wicked and abominable 
Purpoſes, and clap a Set of perverſe Ideas on the 
pureſt Diction. Where neither a David nor a Paul, 
neither Prophets nor Evangeliſts are ſafe, no human 
Writer ſhould expect an Exemption ; but the Crime 
is ſtill in him that conſtrues, and not in him that 
writes. If Oles finds an ill Savour in every Place 
where he comes, I ſuſpect that he has ſome foul Ul- 
cer about him ; and when I hear Flavinus tell me, on 
a Snowy Day, that the Ground looks yellow, I may 


venture to pronounce that Flavinus has the Jaun- 
dice. 
+ 


As 
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As for the Characters which are found here in 
ſome of the Lys, I profeſs ſolemnly there is not one 
of the vicious or fooliſh kind that is deſign'd to repre- 
ſent any particular Perſon. I never thought it pro- 
per to have Mankind treated in that manner, unleſs 
upon ſome very peculiar and extraordinary Occaſions, 
and then I would leave the unpleaſing Work to other 


Hands. It has been the Aim and Deſign of my 


Life, in my Hours of Leiſure, as well as my Seaſons 
of Buſineſs, to do what Service I could to my Fellow- 
Creatures, without giving Offence, I would not 
willingly create needleſs Pain or Uneaſineſs to the 
moſt deſpicable Figure amongſt Mankind. There 
are Vexations enough diſtributed among the Beings of 
my Species, without my adding to the Heap: And 
yet I confeſs I have often attempted to hit the ſore 
Part in general; but 'tis with this ſincere Intent, 
that the Wiſe and "Thoughtful, whoſoever they are, 
may feel their Diſeaſe and be healed. —My Readers 
may be aſſured therefore, that tho' the Vices and the 
Follies which are here diſplay'd may appear to 
be as juſt and ſincere a Repreſentation as if they 
were all borrowed from Life, yet there are not Fea- 
tures enough to deſcribe any Perſon living. When 
a reflecting Glaſs ſhews the Deformities of a Face 
ſo plain as to point to the Perſon, he will ſooner 
be tempted to break the Glaſs, than to refogm his 

Blemiſhes. 
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* Blemiſhes : But if I can find any Error of my 
_; own happily deſcribed in ſome general Character, 
0 I am then awaken'd to reform it in Silence, with- 
out the publick Notice of the World; and the 
Moral Writer attains his nobleſt End. 


' Mr particular Friends, to whom I have ſent 
any of theſe Pieces, will generally be pleaſed to read 
them in Print, and addreſs'd to a feigned Name, 
rather than their own: This I found the ſafeſt Way 
to avoid Offence on all Hands, and therefore I have 
not mentioned one proper Name here, but what was 
in Print before, 
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Id the Diſpoſition of theſe Pieces, I pretend to 
no Order, but only aimed to diverſify every Sheet 
of the Collection with Verſe and Proſe. In a 
Noſegay, or a Flower-Piece, no Man expects an 
exact Regularity of Situation among the Parts that 
compoſe it: Tis ſufficient if the Colours and 
Fragrance entertain the Senſes with a grateful Con- 
fuſion. | 


I PRESUME no Body will expect in ſuch a 
Book an Entrance into deep Arguments upon dif- 
ficult Subjects of any kind whatſoever. The De- 

ſign is to pleaſe and profit every gentle Reader, 
without giving Pain and Fatigue to the Mind. If 


any 
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any thing here written may induce Strangers to take 
up ſo good an Opinion of the Writer as to peruſe any 
of his other Works, it is his hearty Deſire and Prayer, 
that they may find abundant Compenſation in their 
own Improvements in Knowledge, Virtue or Piety, 

| and may thereby grow fitter for the heavenly World ; 
i to which important and happy End all our Labours 
|! here on Earth ſhould conſpire, and even our Amuſe- 
þ ments, whether we read or write, Amen, 


10 NEWIN GTO, 
||| Mar. 25. 1734. 
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Miſcellaneous THOUGHTS, 


IN 


PROS E and VERSE. 


I. 
Searching after Go Dp. 


* 


we think and reaſon, we fear and 
hope, and by an Act of our Will 
we can put this Body of ours into 
various Forms of Motion, we may 
boldly pronounce that we are, and 


that a we foe: z be we are conſcious of active Power, 
and Life, and Being, But where is the Hand that 
made us, and that gave us this Life and Power ? We 
know that we did not make ourſelves in Time paſt, 


B becaule 


2 Miſcellaneous Thoughts, 


becauſe we cannot promiſe ourſelves a Minute of 
Time to come: We feel no Power within to pre- 
ſerve ourſelves a Moment, nor to reſcue or with- 
hold this Being or this Life of ours from the ſudden 
Demands of Death. 


I T is evident yet farther, that we did not give our- 
ſelves theſe wondrous Properties and Powers which 
ve poſſeſs; for tho' we are ſenſible of many Deficien- 
cies and Imperfections, yet neither the moſt perfect 
nor moſt defective amongſt us can add to our preſent 
Self the leaſt new Power or Property, While we are 
all ſurrounded with Wants which we cannot ſupply, 
and expoſed to Death, which we cannot avoid, it is a 
ridiculous Pretence to be our own Makers, 


WE conclude then with Aſſurance, that we are 
the Work of ſome more powerful and ſuperior Hand ; 
but how we came firſt into Being, we know not : 
The Manner of our original Exiſtence is hid from fs 
in Darkneſs: We are neither conſcious of our Cre- 
=tion, nor of the Power which created us. He made 
us, but he hid himſelf from our Eyes and our Ears, 
and all the Searches of Senſe. He has ſent us to dwell 
in this viſible World, amidſt an endleſs Variety of 
Images, Figures and Colours, which force themſelves 
upon our Senſes; but he for ever diſclaims all Image, 
Colour and Figure himſelf, He hath ſet us, who are 
inferior Spirits, this Task in theſe Regions of mortal 
Fleſh, to ſearch and feel after him, if haply we may find 

the 
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the ſupreme, the infinite and eternal Spirit. Ve are 
near a-kin to him, even his cn Offspring, but we ſee 
not our Father's Face; nor can all the Powers of 
our Nature come at the Knowledge of him that 
made us, but by the Labours and Inferences of our 
Reaſon. We toil and work backward to find our 
Creator: from our preſent Exiſtence we trace out 
his Eternity; and thro' the Chain of a thoufand 
viſible Effects, we ſearch out the Firſt, the Inviſible 
and Almighty Cauſe. 


Fo R the moſt part indeed, we are ſo amuſed and 
engroſſed by the Things of Senſe, that we forget 
our Maker, and are thoughtleſs of him that gave 
us Being: or if we ſeek and follow after him, it is 
on a cold Scent, and with lazy Enquiries ; and when 
we fancy we perceive ſomething of him, it 1s at a 
Diſtance, and in a dusky Twilight, We eſpy ſome 
faint Beams, ſome Glimmerings of his Glory break- 
ing thro' the Works of his Hands; but 44 himſelf 
ſtands behind the Vail, and does not ſhew himſelf in 
open Light to the Sons and Daughters of Mortality. 
Happy Creatures, if we could make our Way ſo near 
him as to behold the lovely and adorable Beauties of 
his Nature; if we could place our Souls ſo directly 
under his kindeſt Influences, as to feel ourſelves adore 
him in the moſt profound Humility, and love him 


with moſt ſublime Affection! 


B 2 My 
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My Gov, I love and I adore; 


But Souls that love would know thee more, 


Wilt thou for ever hide, and ſtand 
Behind the Labours of thy Hand ? 

Thy Hand unſeen ſuſtains the Poles 

On which this huge Creation rolls : 

The ſtarry Arch proclaims thy Power, 
'Thy Pencil glows in every Flower : 

In thouſand Shapes and Colours riſe 

Thy painted Wonders to our Eyes; 
While Beaſts and Birds with lab'ring Throats, 
Teach us a Go Þ in thouſand Notes, 
The meaneſt Pin in Nature's Frame, 
Marks out ſome Letter of thy Name. 
Where Senſe can reach or Fancy rove, 
From Hill to Hill, from Field to Grove, 
Acroſs the Waves, around the Sky, 


There's not a Spot, or Deep, or High, 


Where the Creator has not trod, 
And left the Footſtep of a Gov. 


Bur are his Footſteps all that we, 
Poor groveling Worms, muſt know or ſee ? 
Thou, Maker of my vital Frame, 
Unvail thy Face, pronounce thy Name, 
Shine to my Sight, and let the Ear 
Which thou haſt form'd, thy Language hear, 
Where is thy Reſidence? Oh, why 
Poſt thou avoid my ſearching Eye, 


3 My 


© A 
S 
5 


2 PROSE ond VERSE. 5 


Muy longing Senſe? Thou Great Unknown, 
Say, Do the Clouds conceal thy Throne ? 
Divide, ye Clouds, and let me ſee 

The Power that gives me leave to be, 


O art thou all diffus'd abroad | 
Thro' boundleſs Space, a preſent G o p, 
Unſeen, unheard, yet ever near ? 
What ſhall I do to find thee here ? | 
Is there not ſome myſterious Art 
To feel thy Preſence at my Heart ? 
To hear thy Whiſpers ſoft and kind, 
In holy Silence of the Mind ? 
Then reſt, my Thoughts; nor longer roam 
In queſt of Joy, for Heaven's at home. 


Bur, oh, thy Beams of warmeſt Love! 
Sure, they were made for Worlds above. 
How ſhall my Soul her Powers extend, 
Beyond where Time and Nature end, 

To reach thoſe Heights, thy beſt Abode, 
And meet thy kindeſt Smiles, my Gop? 
What ſhall I do? I wait thy Call; 
Pronounce the Word, my Life, my All. 
Oh for a Wing to bear me far 

Beyond the golden Morning-Star |! 

Fain wou'd I trace th' immortal Way, 
That leads to Courts of endleſs Day, 
Where the Creator ſtands confeſs'd, 

In his own faireſt Glories dreſs'd, 
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Some ſhining Spirit help me ri, 
Come waft a Stranger tliro' the Skies; 
Bleſs'd JESUS, meet me cn the Road, 
Firſt Offspring of th' Eternal Go p, 
Thy Hand fhall lead a younger Son, 
Clothe me with Veſtures yet unknown, 
And place me near my Father's Throne, 


— — 


IIS 


II. 
ROMAN IDOLATRY, 


II has been an old Temptation to Mankind, al- 
molt ever ſince human Nature as made, that we 
deſire to find out ſomething juſt like GOD. Hence 
aroſe a great part of the /dclatry of antient Ages, and 
of almoſt all the Heathen World: Hence the skilful 
and impious Labours of the Statuary and the Painter: 
Hence all the gaudy glittering Images, and all the 
monſtrous Shapes that poſſeſs and inhabit the Temples 
of the Gentiles, They were all deſigned to repreſent 
the ſhining Glories, or the active Powers of Divinity. 
The fruitful Brain of the Peet and the Priz/t have 
yet farther multiplied the Images of Godhead, to 
make it appear like ſomething which we can feel, N 
hear, or ſee, But to whom ſhall we liken God? With 
what likeneſs will ye compare me? ſaith the Hely One of 
Vrael; Ila. xl. 18, 25, He is, and will be for ever, 
We Great Inimitable, and the Infinite Unknown, 1 | 
ND 
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AN D yet this Folly has not ſpent itſelf all in the 
Heathen World. The Fewyh Nation was often fond 
of Idols, and they would more than once have the 
Figure of Divinity among them; tho' the Wilder- 
neſs of Sinai, in the Days of Miaſes, and the Tents of 
Dan and Bethel in Feroboam's Reign, can bear wit- 
neſs that it look'd much more like a Calf than a Gad. 
1ſrael too often fell in with the reſt of the Nations, 
and changed the Glory of the incorruptible God into an 
Image made like to corrupiible Man, and to Birds and 


four-forted Beaſts, and creeping Things, 


THE Chriſtian World indeed has much clearer 


Light, and nobler Diſcoveries of the inviſible Nature 


of Gop; and yet how has the Romy Church fallen 
into groſs Idolatry in this reſpect, and with profane 
Attempt they have painted all the Ble Trinity! 
W hatſoever Pretence they may derive from the hu- 
man Nature of the Son of God, or from the Dove- 
like Appearance of the Holy Spirit, to draw the Fi- 
gures of a Deve or a Man, as a Memorial of thoſe 
ſacred Condeſcenſions; yet I know no ſufficient War- 


rant they can have to fly in the very Face of Divine 


Prohibition, and to paint and carve the Figure of 
God the Father like an old Man, when he never ap- 
peared among Men in any bodily Forms ; and our 
Lord Feſus himſelf ſays gf him, Ye have neither heard 


his Voice at any time, nor ſeen his Shape; John v. 37. 
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Br this Papiſb Church deſcends yet to meaner 
Idolatry; and becauſe Chri/t, who is God manifeſt in 
the Fleſb, repreſents himſelf in a Metaphor, as the 
Bread of Life, to ſupport and nouriſh our Souls, 
therefore they turn their Saviour into a real Piece of 
Bread: They make a God of Dough, and they de- 
vour and they worſhip the Work of the Baker. O 
fottiſh Religion, and ſtupid Profeſſors! Could we 
ever have 1magined, that ſuch an abſurd Superſtition, 
that gives the Lie groſly to Senſe and Reaſon at once, 
ſhould ever find room in the Belief of Man, in ſpight 
of all his ſenſible and his rational Powers? Could one 
have imagined, I ſay, that ſuch a glaring Falſhood, 
that ſhocks at once our intellectual and our animal 
Faculties, ſhould be lodged and foſtered in the Boſom 
and Heart of the Sons of Adam? But Experience 
here exceeds [maginaticn, What a ſhameful Re- 


proach and Scandal is it to human Nature, that a 


Faith with fo much Nonſenſe in it, ſhould overſpread 
whole Nations, and triumph over the largeſt Part of 
the knowing and refined World ! But every dawning 
Day-light is a Witnefs of theſe national Idolatries, 
theſe Scandals to Mankind and all their intellectual 
Glory. Every Sun that ſets or riſes in ſome Part or 
other of the Earth, beholds Multitudes of Fools and 
Philoſophers, Ploughmen and Princes, acknowledg- 
ing the Breaden God, bending the Knee to the Water- 
Cake, and bowing towards the ſacred Repoſitory of 
the kneaded Idol. 
Ir 
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Ir was the firſt Ambition and Iniquity of Man to 
affect a forbidden Likeneſs to G; there is [nſolence 
added to the Ambition, when we bring down Go D 
to our Level, and make him a Man, like ourſelves : 
But when we fink the Deity beneath our own Na- 
ture, when we make a mere Animal or Vegetable of 
him, and turn him into a bit of ſenſeleſs Paſte, the 
Madneſs of this Impiety muſt for ever want a Name. 


III. 
ne 


The firſt Lyric Hour. 


HERE's a Line or two that ſeem to carry in 

them I know not what Softneſs and Beauty, in 
the Beginning of that Ode of Caſimire, where he de- 
ſcribes his firſt Attempts on the Harp, and his com- 
mencing a Lyric Poet, 


Albis dormut in Rofis, 
Liliiſque jacens & violis Dies, 

Primæ cui potui vigil 
Somnum Pieria rumpere Barbito, 
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Cure dum vacuus Puer 
Formsft legerem Littora Narviæ. 
Ex illo mihi paſteri 
Florent ſole dies, &c. 


J have tried to imitate theſe Lines, but I cannot 
form them into Exgliſb Lyrics: J have releaſed myſelf 
from the Fetters of Rhime, yet I cannot gain my 
own Approbation. I have given my Thoughts a 
further Looſe, and ſpread the Senſe abroad, but I fear 
there is ſomething of the Spirit evaporates ; and tho 
the elegant Idea perhaps does not entirely eſcape, yet 
I could wiſh for a happier Expreſſion of it. Such as 
it is, receive it, Doro, with your uſual Candor, cor- 
rect the Deficiencies, and reſtore the Elegance of the 
Poliſb Poet, to thoſe ſix or ſeven Lines wherein I have 
attempted an Imitation, 


*Twas an unclouded Sky: The Day-Star ſat 
On higheſt Noon : No Breezes fann'd the Grove, 
Nor the Muſicians of the Air purſu'd 
Their artleſs Warblings ; while the ſultry Day 
Lay all diffus'd and ſlumbring on the Boſom 
Of the white Lilly, the perfum'd Jonquil, 

And lovely bluſhing Roſe. Then firſt my Harp, 

Labouring with Childiſh Innocence and Joy, 

Brake Silence, and awoke the ſmiling Hour 

With Infant Notes, faluting the fair Skies, 

(Heaven's higheſt Work) the fair enamell'd Meads, 

And tall green Shades along the winding Banks - 
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Of Avon gently-flowing, Thence my Days 


Commenc'd harmonious ; there began my Skill 


To vanquiſh Care by the ſwect-ſounding String. 

H AIL happy Hour, O bleſt Remembrance, hal! 
And baniſh Woes for ever. Harps were made 
For Heaven's Beatitudes: There %s Son 
Tunes his bold Lyre with Majeſty of Sound, 

To the creating and all-ruling Fuwer 

Not unattentive : While ten thouſand Tongues 

Of hymning Seraphs and disbodied Saints, 

Eccho the Joys and Graces round the Hills 

Of Paradiſe, and ſpread Maeſſiab's Name. 
Tranſporting Bliſs ! Make haſte, ye rolling Spheres, 
Ye circling Suns, ye winged Minutes, haſte, 

Fulhl my deftin'd Period here, and raiſe 

'The meaneſt Son of Harmony to join 

In that celeſtial Conlort. 


* 


IV. The 
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IV. 
The HEBREw PORT. 


This Ode repreſents the Difficulty of a juſt Tranſlation 


of the Pſalms of David, in all their Hebrew Glory; 


with an Apology for the Imitation of them in Chriſtian 
Language. 


(The firſt Hint berraved from Caſimire, 
Fefſea quiſquis, &c. Book iv. Ode 7.] 


J. 
HE W me the Man that dares and ſings 


* Great David's Verſe to Britiſh Strings: 
Sublime Attempt ! but bold and vain 


As building Babes Tower again. 


IT. 
The Pard * that climb'd to Cooper s-Hill. 
Reaching at Zn, ſham'd his Skill, 
And bids the Sons of Albion own, 
That Judas Pſalmiſt reigns alone. 


Sin John Denham, abb gain'd great Reputation by his 


Poem calPd Ccoper's-Hill, fail d in his Tranſlation of the 
Plalms F David, | 


Bleſt 
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III. 
Bleſt Poet! now, like gentle Thames, 
He ſooths our Ears with ſilver Streams: 
Like his own Jordan, now he rolls, 
And ſweeps away our captive Souls. 


IV. 
Softly the tuneful Shepherd leads 
The Hebrew Flocks to flow' ry Meads : 
He marks their Path with Notes divine, 
While Fountains ſpring with Oil and Wine. 


V. 
Rivers of Peace attend his Song, 
And draw their milky Train along: 
He jars ; and lo, the Flints are broke, 
But Honey iſſues from the Rock. 


VI. 
When kindling with victorious Fire, 
He ſhakes his Lance acroſs the Lyre; 
The Lyre reſounds unknown Alarms, 


And ſets th' Thunderer in Arms. 


VII. 
Behold the Go ! th Almighty King | 
Rides on a Tempeſt's glorious Wing; 
His Enſigns lighten round the Sky, 
And moving Legions ſound on high, 


Ten 
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VIII. 

Ten thouſand Cherubs wait his Courſe, 
Chariots of Fire and flaming Horſe: 
Earth trembles; and her Mountains flow, 
At his Approach, like melting Snow. 


IX. 
But who thoſe Frowns of Wrath can draw, 
That ftrike Heaven, Earth, and Hell, with Awe ? 
Red Lightning from his Eye-lids broke ; 
His Voice was T hunder, Hail, and Smoke, 


X. 
He ſpake; the cleaving Waters fled, 
And Stars beheld the Ocean's Bed: 
While the great Maſter ſtrikes his Lyre, 
You ſee the frighted Floods retire : 


XT. 
In Heaps the frighted Billows ſtand, 
Waiting the Changes of his Hand: 
He leads his Hrael thro' the Sea, 
And watry Mountains guard their Way. 


XII. 
Turning his Hand with ſovereign Sweep, 
He drowns all Egypt in the Deep: 
Then guides the Tribes, a glorious Band, 
Thro' Deſarts to the promis'd Land. 
Here 


L 
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XIII. 
Here Camps with wide imbattel'd Force, 
Here Gates and Bulwarks ſtop their Courſe: 
He ſtorms the Mounds, the Bulwark falls, 
The Harp lies ſtrow'd with ruin'd Walls, 


XIV. 
See his broad Sword flies o'er the Strings, 
And mows down Nations with their Kings : 
From every Chord his Bolts are hurl'd, 
And Vengeance ſmites the Rebel World. 


XV. 
Lo, the great Poet ſhifts the Scene, 
And ſhews the Face of Go Þ ſerene: 


Truth, Meekneſs, Peace, Salvation ride, 
With Guards of Juſtice, at his Side. 


; XVI. 
No meaner Muſe cou'd weave the Light, 
To form his Robes divinely bright; 
Or frame a Crown of Stars to ſhine 


With Beams for Majeſty Divine, 


XVII. 
Now in prophetick Light he ſees 
Ages to come, and dark Degrees : 
He brings the Prince of Glory down, 
Stript of his Robe and ſtarry Crown, 
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XVIII. 
See 7ews and Heathens fir'd with Rage; 
See, their combining Powers engage 
Againſt th' Anointed of the Lord, 
The Man whom Angels late ador'd, 


XIX. 
God's only Son: Behold, he dies : 
Surprizing Grief ! The Groans ariſe, 
The Lyre complains on every String, 
And mourns the Murder of her King. 


XX. 
But Heaven's Anointed muſt not dwell 
In Death: The vanquiſh'd Powers of Hel} 
Yield to the Harp's diviner Lay ; 
The Grave reſigns th' illuſtrious Prey, 


XXI. 
Maſſiah lives! Meſſiah reigns ! 
The Song ſurmounts the airy Plains, 


T' attend her Lord with Joys unknown, 
And bear the Victor. to his Throne. 


XXII. 
Rejoice, ye ſhining, Worlds on high, 
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Behold the Lord of Glory nigh : q 


Eternal Doors, your Leaves diſplay, 
To make the Lord of Glory Way. 
What 
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XXIII. 
What mortal Bard has Skill or Force 
To paint theſe Scenes, to tread this Courſe, 
Or furniſh thro? th' ethereal Road 
A Triumph for a riſing Go p? 


XXIV. 
Afﬀoniſh'd at ſo vaſt a Flight 
Thro' flaming Worlds and Floods of Light, 
My Muſe her awful Diſtance kceps, 
Still following, but with trembling Steps, 


XXV, 
She bids her humble Verſe explain 
The Hebrew Harp's ſublimer Strain; 
Points to her Saviour ſtill, and ſhows 
What Courſe the Sun of Glory goes. 


* 


XXVI. 
Here he aſcends behind a Cloud 
Of Incenſe, there he ſets in Blood ; 
She reads his Labours and his Names 
In ſpicy Smoke *, and bleeding Lambs f. 


XXVII. 


. ; Rich are the Graces which ſhe draws 


From Types, and Shades, and Feroiſb Laws; 


* Chrift's Interceſſion. 


+ His Sacrifice, 
4 With 
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With thouſand Glories long foretold 
To turn the future Age to Gold. 


XX V1III. 
Grace is her Theme, and Joy, and Love: 
Deſcend, ye Bleſhings, from above, 
And crown my Song. Eternal Go p, 


Forgive che Muſe that dreads thy Rod, 


XXIX. 
Silent, ſhe hears thy Vengeance roll, 
That cruſhes Mortals to the Soul, 
Nor dares aſſume the Bolt, nor ſheds 
Th' immortal Curſes on their Heads. 


XXX. 
Yet ſince her Go p is ſtill the ſame, 
And David's Son is all her Theme, 
She begs ſome humble Place to ſing 
In Concert with Fudea's King. 


V. The 
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V. 
The Thankful Philoſopher, 


AMONG all the uſeful and entertaining Studies 
of Philoſophy, there is none ſo worthy of Man 
as the Science of human Nature, There is none 


that furniſhes us with more Wonders of divine Wiſ- 


dom, or gives higher Occaſion to adore divine Good- 
neſs. Chariſtus, a Gentleman of great Piety and 
Worth, has ſpent many an Hour upon this delightful 
Theme. In the midſt of his Meditations one Day, 
he was debating thus with himſelf, and inquiring what 
fort of Being he was. 


Now I ſtand, ſaid he, now I lie down; I riſe 


again and walk, I eat, drink, and ſleep ; my Pulſe 


beats, and I draw the Breath of Life : Surely I have 
the Parts and Powers of an Animal ; I am a living 
Body of Fleſh and Blood, a wonderful Engine, with 
many Varieties of Motion. But let me conſider alſo 
what other Actions I perform, 


I THinK, I meditate and contrive, I compare 
Things and judge of them ; now I doubt, and then I 
believe; I will what I a, and ſometimes wiſh what 
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I cannot act: I deſire and hope for what I have not, 
as well as am conſcious of what I have, and rejoice 
in it: I look backward, and ſurvey Ages paſt, and I 
look forward into what is to come : Surely I muſt be 
a Spirit, a thinking Power, a Soul, ſomething very 
diſtinct from this Machine of Matter with all its 
Shapes and Motions, 


MREH Matter put into all poſſible Motion, can 
never think, reaſon, and contrive, can never hope 
and wiſh, as I do, and ſurvey diſtant Times, the paſt 
and future: Yet it is as impoſſible alſo that a Mind, a 
Saul, ſhould walk or lie down, ſhould eat or drink; 
but I feel, I know, I am aſſured I do all theſe, I per- 


form ſome Actions that cannot belong to a Spirit, and 


ſome that Fleſh and Blood can never pretend to, 


WHAT am TI then? What ftrange kind of Be- 
ing is this, which is conſcious of all theſe different 
Agencies, both of Matter and Spirit ? What ſort of 
Thing can I be, who ſeem to think and reaſon in my 
Head, who feel and am conſcious of Pain or Eaſe, 
not at my Heart only, but at my Toes and Fingers 
too? I conclude then, I can be nothing elſe but a 
Compeunded Creature, made up of theſe two diſtinct 


Beings, Spirit and Matter; or, as we uſually expreſs 
it, Soul and Boch. 


IT is very plain alſo to me, upon a ſmall Inquiry, 
that thiz Body and this Soul did not make themſelves, 


nor 


RS WET 


in PROSE and VERSE. 21 


nor one another, But did not I myſelf join theſe 
two different Natures together when they were made ? 
Did not my Soul take this Body into Union with 
itſelf? By no means: for the firſt Moment that I 
knew any thing of myſelf, I found the Powers of 
Thought working in an Animal Nature that is, 1 
found myſelf ſuch a Campounded Being as I now am: 
T had no more hand in the Union of theſe two Prin- 
ciples, or in the Compoſition of myſelf, than I had 
in the making of thoſe two diſtinct Beings of which 
I am compounded : It was GOD only, that great 
' GoD who created both Parts of me, the Animal 
and the Mind, who alſo joined them together in ſo 
ſtrange an Union; and if I were to enter into the 
Myſteries of this Union, it would open a wide and 


various Scene of Amazement at his unſearchable 
Wiſdom. | 


Bur let me examine a little: Was there no an- 
tient and early Kandred between this particular Spirit 
and this Heſb of mine, this Mind and this Animal? 
Is there no original Relation, no eſſential Harmony 
and ſpecial Congruity between my Body and my 
Soul, that ſhould make their Union neceſſary? None 
at all that I can find, either by my Senſe or Reflec- 
tion, my Reaſon or Experience. Theſe two Beings 
have dwelt above thirty Years together, ſtrangely 
united into one, and yet I have never been able to 
trace any one Inſtance of previous Kindred between 
them, This Mind might have been pair'd with any 

other 
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other human Body ; or this Body with any other 
Mind. I can find nothing but the ſovereign Will of 
God that joined this Mind and this Animal Body 
together, and made the wondrous Compound : It was 
he ordained me to be what I am, in all the Circum- 
ſtances of my Nativity. 


SEEsT thou, O my Soul, that unhappy Cripple 
lying at thy Neighbour's Door, that poor miſ-ſhapen 
Piece of human Nature ? Mark how uſeleſs are his 
Limbs! he can neither ſupport nor feed himſelf, 
Look over-againſt him, there fits one that was blind 
from his Birth, and begs his Bread. If thou. hadſt 
been originally united to either of theſe Pieces of 


Fleſh and Blood, then hadſt thou been that poor 
Cripple, or that very blind Beggar. 


YoNDER lies a piteous Spectacle, a poor Infant 
that came into the World but three Months ago, 
its Fleſh cover'd with Ulcers, and its Bones putrify- 
ing with its Father's Sins: I hear its whining Cries, 
and long piteous Wailings; its bitter Groans touch 
my Heart, and awaken all my Tenderneſs: Let me 
ſtand and reflect a little. Surely I had been that 
wretched Thing, that little, pining, periſhing Infant, 
and all thoſe Pains and Agonies had been mine, if 
Gop had reſerved my Soul in his ſecret Counſels 
till a few Months ago, and then confined it to that 
unhappy Manſion of diſeaſed and dying Fleſh, 


ONCE 
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Os ck more let my Eyes affect my Heart. What 
' a ſtrange aukward Creature do I ſee there! The 
Form of it is as the Form of a Man, but its Motions 
' ſcem to be more irregular, and the Animal more ſenſe- 
leſs than a very Beaſt : Yet they tell me, it is almoſt 
forty Years old. It might have been by this time a 
Stateſman, a Philoſopher, a General of an Army, or 
a learned Divine; but Reaſon could never act nor 
ſhew itſelf in that diſordered Engine. The tender 
Brain was ruMed perhaps, and the Parts of it diſturbed 
in the very Embrio, or perhaps it was ſhaken with 
Convulſions when it firſt faw the Light; but the Place 
of its Birth was the ſame with mine, and the Neigh- 
bours ſay, it was born the next Door to me. How mi- 
ſerable had I been, if, when that Body was prepared, 
my Soul had received Order to go but one Door far- 
ther, to fix its mortal Dwelling there, and to manage 
that poor diſabled Machine! And iſ the Spirit alſo that 
reſides there had been united to my Fleſh, it had been 
a ſad Exchange for me: That Ideot had been all that 
I was by Nature, and J had been that Ideot. 


My Meditations may rove farther abroad, may ſur- 
vey paſt Ages and diſtant Nations, and by the Powers 
of Fancy, I may ſet myſelf in the midſt of them. 


Hap this Spirit of mine been joined to a Body 
formed in Lapland or Malabar, J had worſhip'd the 


Images of Thor or Bramma ; and perhaps I had been 
a 
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a Lapland Wizard with a conjuring Drum, or a Ha- ; 


labarian Prieſt, to wear out my Life in ridiculous 
Eaſtern Ceremonies, 


HAD my Soul been formed and united to a Britiſb 
Body fifteen hundred Years ago, I had been a painted 
Briton, a rude Idolater, as well as my Fathers ; a ſuper- 
ſtitious Druid had been my higheſt Character, and I 
ſhould have paid my abſurd Devotions to ſome fancied 
Deity in a huge hollow Oak, and lived and died in 
utter Ignorance of the true GO p, and of J ESus my 
Saviour. Or had my Spirit been ſent to Turkey, Maho- 
met had been my Prophet, and the ridiculous Stories 
of the Alcoran had been all my Hope of Eternal Lite, 


Ir Gnatho the Flatterer ſtood by, I know what he 
would fay, for he has told me already, that as my Sta- 
ture is tall and manly, ſo my Genius is too ſublime 
and bright to be buried under thoſe Clouds of Dark- 
neſs. Laſt Week he practisd upon my Vanity, ſo far 
as to ſay, ** Chariftus has a Soul and Reaſon which 
c would have led him to the Knowledge of the true 
Go p, if he had been born in the Wilds of America, 
and had for his Father a Savage [roquors, or his An- 
<« ceſtors had been all Naraganſet Indians.” But I 
gave him a juſt and ſharp Reproof for his want of 
Senſe, as well as for his Flattery, 


Fox p fooliſh Man, to imagine there are no Genius's 
which outſhine me in the wild and barbarous World, 


no 
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no bright and ſublime Intellects but thoſe which are ap- 
pointed to act their Part in the Nations of Europe / 
Good Senſe and natural Smartneſs are ſcatter'd among 
moſt of the Nations of Mankind. T here are inge- 
nious Africans, American Wits, Philoſophers and Poets 
in Malabar ; there are hoth the Sprightly and the Stu- 
pid, the Fooliſh and the Wiſe, on this and on t'other 
ſide of the great Atlantic Ocean: But the brighter 
Powers of Nature cannot exert themſelves and ſhine in 
the ſame Glory, when the Affairs and Circumſtances 
all around them are mean, and low, and deſpicable; 
when their Life, and Time, and all their Powers from 
their very Infancy, are employ'd in providing a ſorry 
Suſtenance for the Body, and ſupplying the importu- 
nate Appetites of Nature. 


Hap I the largeſt Share of natural Underſtand- 
ing and Sprightlineſs, far beyond what my Friends 
can imagine, all the Advantage of it would have been, 
that perhaps I had Ihaped a nicer Bow, or {et the 
Feathers on an Arrow for ſwifter Flight than my 
Neighbour : Perhaps I might have ſooner hit the fly- 
ing Partridge, and laid a ſurer Trap for a Wild-Gooſe 
or a Pigeon; I had leargt to outwit the brutal Crea- 
tion with more Succeſs; egregious Victory and 


Triumph! Or if I had employ'd my beſt Spirits and 
Vigour in the Affairs of my Religion, I might have 
- danced in more antick Poſtures round ſome ſacred 


Bonfire, and contrived ſome new Superſtitions, or 
perhaps authorized ſome new Gods or Goddeſſes; or 
C I might, 
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J might have howPd among my Fellows with more 
Hideous Airs than they, and have worſhipped the De- 
vil with more Zeal and Activity. Wretched Prero- 
gatives of a ſprightly Nature, left without the Beams 
of illuminating Grace! | 


To Thee, O my Gop, to Thee are due my 
eternal Praiſes; and to Thee will I offer the humbleſt 
Acknowledgments and Songs of higheſt Gratitude, It 
is Thou haſt made my compounded Nature what it 
is, in all the comfortable and hopeful Attendants of it : 
'Thou haſt not joined my Spirit to the diſturbed Brain 
of an Ideot, to a crippled. Carcaſs, or a Piece of 
rumpled Deformity. Thou haſt given to my Soul a 
Body, with its proper Limbs and Organs of Senſe, ca- 
pable of Activity, Converſe and Service among the 
reaſonable World. Bleſſed be my Gor for ever, 
that he has appointed me to act my Part in Great Bri- 
tain, while *tis a Land of Divine Light ; he has pla- 
ced my Soul in ſuch a Dwelling, and with fuch Cir- 
cumſtances among the Sons of Men, as may, through 
his Grace, prepare it for the Company of Angels, and 
for his own bliſsful Preſence in the World a- 
bove, 


Burr has not my Spirit been depreſs'd by a ſickly 
Conſtitution, and confined to a feeble Engine of 
Fleſh under daily Diſorders? Have I not ſuſtained 
many Sorrows on this Account, and waſted ſome 


| Years among the Infirmities of the Body, and in pain- 
ful 
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ful Idleneſs ? Are there not ſeveral Souls favour'd 
with a more eaſy Habitation, and ycaked with a bet- 
ter Partner? Are they not accommodated with En- 


gines which have more Health and Vigcur, and ſitu- 


ated in much more happy Circumſtances than mine ? 
What then? ſhall I repine at my Lot; and murmur 
againſt my Creator, becauſe he has made ſome Hun- 
dreds happier than I; while I ſurvey whole Nations, 
and Millions of Mankind, that have not a thouſandth 


Part of my Bleſſings? 


I DaRE not complain, O my Gop, that T am 
not one of the few who enjoy the higheſt Pleaſures, 
and the moſt eaſy Circumſtances on Earth; but I have 
infinite Reaſon to adore thy diſtinguiſhing Goodneſs, 
who haſt not ſuffer'd me to be one of the miſe- 
rable Millions ! 


C 2 VI, The 
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VI. 
The PRA1sSE of Gon. 


HAT is Praiſe? *Tis a Part of that Divine 

Worſhip which we owe to the Power that 
made us: *Tis an Acknowledgment of the Perfec- 
tions of Gos, aſcribing all Excellencies to him, and 
confeſſing all the Works of Nature and Grace to pro- 
ceed from him. Now when we appply ourſelves to 
this Work, and dreſs up our Notions of a God in 
Magnificence of Language, when we. furniſh them 
out with ſhining Figures, and pronounce them in 
ſounding Words, we fancy ourſelves to ſay great 
Things, and are even charm'd with our own Forms 
of Praiſe : But alas! the higheſt and beſt of them, ſet 
in a true Light, are but the feeble Voice of a Creature, 
ſpreading before the Almighty Being that made him, 
ſome of his own low and little Ideas, and telling him 
what he thinks of the Great Gop, and what Gop 
has done. When the holy P/alm:/# would expreſs his 
honourable Thoughts of his Maker, they amount only 
to this, Thou art good, and thou doeft good, Pſal. cxix. 
68. How inconſiderable an Offering is this for a 
God! and yet ſo condeſcending is his Love, that he 
looks 
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looks down, and is well pleaſed to receive it. Let us 
meditate on this a little, and learn how utterly unwor- 


thy our higheſt Attempts of Worſhip, and our moſt 


refined Strains of Praiſe, are of Divine Acceptance, 


1. W can tell God but a very little of what he is, 
er has done. How ſmall a Portion do we know ! 
and how mean muſt our Praiſe be! Now to ſpeak of 
the Worth of another ſo very poorly and imperfectly, 
would be an Affront among Men; yet the great Gon 
takes it well at our Hands, when we labour to ſay 
what we know of his Greatneſs or his Goodneſs. 
Our brighteſt Ideas of him eclipſe his Glory, and our 
higheſt Language ſinks beneath the Dignity of his 
Nature: God is great, and we know him not, Job xxxvi. 
26. he is exalted above our Praiſes, Nehem. ix. 5. 


2, WE can tell Gop nothing but what he knows 
much better himſelf. *Tis not to increaſe his Knowledge 
when we ſpread our own Concerns before him ig 
Prayer ; for he knows what we are, what is our 
Frame, what are our Weakneſſes and our Wants, far 
better than we ourſelyes are acquainted with them : 
Much leſs when we praiſe him, can we preſume to 
know what Go is, or what he does, or tell him 
any thing that relates to himſelf, but what he knew. 


eternally before us, and knows infinitely better than 


we do; we can add no new Ideas to his Mind, nor 
enlarge one of his own Ideas. 
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3. Vt can only tell Gon what Aagels and happy 
Souls tell him much more of, and in a much better manner : 
And yet all that Angels can fay bears no Proportion 
to wlat Go is; for if it did, Gop were not in- 
finite, Should a little Emmet, that feels the Sun- 
beams, lift up its Head and ſay, O Sun, thou art warm; 
a creeping Inſect that knows nothing of the Nature, 
the Glory, the wonderful Properties, Operations and 
Effects of this prodigious and aſtoniſhing World of 
Fire, nothing of its various and admirable Motions, 
real or ſuppos'd, nothing of its vaſt Circumference and 
Greatneſs; yet this deſpicable Emmet gives Praiſe to 
the Sun much more than we can do to our Gop, 
much more than Angels can do, more than all created 
Nature can do; becauſe there is ſome Proportion be- 
tween the Praiſes of this creeping Worm, and the Glo- 
ries of the Sun ; they are both finite : But the Glories 
of our Gop are infinite; therefore no created 
Praiſe bears any Proportion. *Tis only the Godhead 
that can fulfil its own Praiſes; that Voice that built 
the Heavens and the Earth can tell what God is, 
and what Gop has done. If he pronounce a Word, 
and create all Things by it, *tis only that Word can 
pay him ſufficient Praiſe. ee | 


How far then are our feeble and mean Eſſays of 
Worſhip from adding any thing to our Maker ! 
A ſorry Ant gives Heat and Glory to the Sun, by 
telling ' tis warm, as much as all the Acclamations of 

Heaven 
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Heaven and Earth can add real Glory to the bleed 


Gop. His eſſential Perſections are uncapabie of re- 
ceiving the leaſt Grain of Addition from all the 
Thoughts and Tongues of the axtellectual Word. 
His own Idea of himſelf is his nobleit Preiſe. 


How far are the moſt exalted Praiſes we pay to 
Gop, below the Danger of Flattery | Flattery ex- 
alts a thing beyond its Nature and Merit; but no 
Fellow-Creature would call himſelf flatter'd, ſhould 
we ſpeak of him in ſo mean Terms, and ſo much be- 
low his Worth, as we muſt do when we ipcak the 
higheſt Praiſes of our Gop that our Thoughts 
can reach to: and yet Pal. I. 23. He that offereth 
Praiſe, glorifies me. O Divine Condeſcenſion, that a 
Gop will eſteem our deſpicable Praiſes ſome of his 
Glories | 


2 
— * 


. 
A Meditation for the Firſt of MA x. 
WI AT aſtoniſhing Variety of Artifices, what 


innumerable Millions of exquiſite Works, is the 
Gor of Nature ingaged in every Moment! How 
gloriouſly are his all-pervading Wiſdom and Power 


. employ'd in this ufeful Seaſon of the Wear, this 


Spring of Nature! What infinite Myriads of vege- 
table Beings is he forming this very Moment, in their 
Roots and Branches, in their Leaves and Blooms, 

CG 4 their 
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their Secds and Fruit! Some indeed begun to diſcover 
their Bloom amidit the Snows of Jeruary, or under 
the rough cold Blaſts of March thoſe Flowers are 
withered and vanithed in April, and their Seeds are 
now ripening to Perfection. Others are ſhewing 
themſclves this Day in all their blooming Pride and 
Beauty; and while they adorn the Cardens and Mea- 
dos, with gay and glowing Colours, they promiſe 
their Fruits in the Days of Harveſt. The whole Na- 
tion of Vegetables is under the Divine Care and Cul- 
ture, his Hands forms them Day and Night with ad- 
mirable Skilland unceaſing Operation, according to the 
Natures he firſt gave them, and produces their Buds 
and Foliage, their lowry Bloſſoms, afid rich Fruit 
in their appointed Months: Their Progreſs in Liſe is 

xceeding ſwift at this Seaſon of the Year; and their 
ſucceſiic Appearances, and ſweet Changes of Rai- 
ment are viſible almoſt hourly, 


Bu' theſe Creatures are of lower Liſe, and give 
but feebler Diſplays of the Maker's Wiſdom. Let us 
raiſe our Conicmplations another Story, and ſur- 
vey a nobler Theatre of Divine Wonders. What 
endleſs Armies of Animals is the Hand of Gop 
moulding and figuring this Moment throughout 
I's brutal Dominions! What immenſe Flights 
of little Birds are now fermenting in the Egg, 
beaving and growing towards Shape and Life 
What vaſt Flocks of four-footed Creatures, what 
Droves of large Cattle are now framing in their wy 
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Embrio's, impriſon'd in the dark Cells of Nature! and 
others perhaps are moving towards Liberty, and juſt 
preparing to ſee the Light. What unknown Myriads 
of Inſects in their various Cradles and Neſting- places 
are now working toward Vitality and Motion! and 
thouſands of them with their painted Wings juſt be- 
ginning to unfurl, and expand themſelves into Flut- 
tering and Day- light; while other Families of them 
have forſaken their husky Beds, and exult and glit- 
ter in the warm Sun- beams! 


AN exquiſite World of Wonders is complicated 
even in the Body of every little Inſect, an Ant, a 
Gnat, a Mite, that is ſcarce viſible to the naked Eye, 
Admirable Engines | which a whole Academy of 
Philoſophers could;never contrive ; which the Nation 
of Poets hath neither Art nor Colours to deſcribe ; 
nor has a World of Mechanicks Skill enough to frame 
the plaineſt, or coarſeſt of them. Their Nerves, 
their Muſcles, and the minute Atoms which compoſe 
the Fluids fit to run in the little Channels of their 
Veins, efcape the Notice of the moſt ſagacious Ma- 
thematician, with all his Aid of Glaſſes. The active 
Powers and Curioſity of Human Nature are limited in 
their Purſuit, and muſt be content to lie down in Ig- 
norance.-- Hitherto ſhall ye go, and no further, 


"Ts a ſublime and conſtant Triumph over all the 
intellectual Powers of Man, which the great Gon 
maintains every Moment in theſe inimitable Works of 

C 5 Na- 
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4 5 Nature in theſe impenetrable Receſſes and Myſteries of 

ne Divine Art! And the Month of May, is the moſt _ 
6 ſhinins Seaſon of this Triumph. The Flags and gan- 

* ners of Almighty Wiſdom are now diſplay'd round 


| j half the Globe, and the other half waits the Return of 
Wing the Sun, to ſpread the ſame Triumph over the Sou- 
li i thern World. This very Sun in the Firmament is 
Wl Gop's prime Miniſter in this wondrous World of 


| Beings, and he works with ſovereign Vigour on the 

Surface of the Earth, and ſpreads his Influences deep 
under the Clods to every Root and Fibre, moulding 
will them into their proper Forms, by Divine Direction. 
0 There is not a Plant, nor a Leaf, nor one little 
1 branching Thread, above or beneath the Ground, that 
0 eſcapes the Eye or Influence of this beneficent Star: An 
| iluſtrious Emblem of the Omnipreſence and univerſal 
Activity of the Creator, 


Bo r has this all-wiſe Creator, this ſupreme Lord 
"nt of all Nature, no intellectual Prime Miniſter at all in 
of theſe his Dominions ? Has he delegated all his Powers 
to that bulky Globe of Fire which we call the Sun, 

that inanimate and unthinking Maſs of Matter? Is 
this huge burning and ſenſelcis Body commiſtton'd to 
penetrate every dark Cranny of Nature, either with 
lf its Licht or Heat, and to animate every Atom in the 
ſ vegetable 2114 animal Kingdoms; and yet no intellec- 
i tual Boing, no Spirit ſo much a-kin to Gop, as to be 
TH favour'd witi che like extenſive Vicegerency ? Thot 
Il the Light ot Reaſon does not tell his Name, yet has 
not 
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not Revelation informed us? Yes, ſurely, there is a 
Man after Gop's own Heart, the faireſt Image of 
the Creator, and neareſt a-kin to him, among all the 
Works of his Hands: There is a Man, and his Name 
is JESUs, who holds moſt intimate and perſonal 
Union with the Gedhead, in whom all Divine Wiſ— 
dom dwells bodily, and to his Care has the Father 
committed all the infinite Varieties of the vegetable 
and animal Worlds, By him are all theſe Wonders 
produced in the Courſe of Providence, as by an Under- 
agent in the Kingdom of Nature. Is not the Goveri- 
ment of Heaven and Earth put into his Hands ? Is he 
not made Lord of Principalities and Powers, of Men, 
Angels, and Devils, and of all their Works? And 
can we think that he has been Qny'd the Govern- 
ment of the lower Parts of his raiber's Workman- 
{hip ? Does he not manage all Things in the World 
of Grace? Surely then we may iner, he rules as 
wiſely and as ſpaciouſiy in the upper and lower Re- 
gions of the Creation, as an intellectual and conſcious 
Inſtrument of the Providence of his Father, Goo, 
My Father worketh hitherto, and Iwerk, I aud my Fa- 
ther are One. And every Creature which is in Hauen, 
and on the Earth, and under the Eu, and uch as are 
in the Sea, and all that are in them, heard I jayirg, Bl:j= 
ing and Honour, and Glory and Power, be to him that 


. fitteth upon the Throne, and to the Lamb fir euer and ever, 


Amen, 


VIII. The 
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VIII. 
Divine Goodneſs in the Creation. 


T HOSE Authors have been very entertaining to 

me, who have taken a Survey of the Viſdom of 
Ci in the Works of Nature; ſuch are the Reverend 
and Pious Mr. Ray, in his Treatiſe on that Subject; 
Ivir. Derham, in his two Volumes-written on that Di- 
vine Theme; and the Archbiſhop of Cambray, in his 
Demonſtration of the Exiſtence of Gop. But I 
do not remember to have read in thoſe Authors this 
one Inſtance of the wide-ſpreading Diffuſion of Di- 
vine Coodnels through this lower World, (viz.) That 
the moſt univerſal and conſpicuous Appearances both 
of the Earth and Sky, are deſigned for the Conveni- 
ence, the Profit and Pleaſure of all the Animal Crea- 
tion: All that we ſee above us, and all beneath us, is 
{ited to our Nouriſhment or to our Delight. 


WHAT is more ncceſſary for the Support of Life, 
than Fd? Behold the Earth is cover'd with it all a- 
round; Grafs, Herbs and Fruits for Beaſts and Men, 
were ordain'd to overſpread all the Surface of the 
Ground, ſo that an Animal could ſcarce wander any 

where, but his Food was near him. Amazing Pro- 
viſton for ſuch an immenſe Family ! 

WHAT 
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WHAT is more joyful than the Light? Truly 
the Light is ſweet (ſays the wiſeſt of Men) and a plea- 


fant thing tis to behold the Light of the Sun. See the 


whole Circuit of the Heavens is repleniſh'd with Sun- 
beams, ſo that while the Day laſts, whereſoever the 
Eye is placed, tis ſurrounded - with this Enjoyment 
it drinks in the eaſy and general Bleſſing, and is 
thereby entertained with all the particular Varieties of 
the Creation. Tis Light conveys to our Notice all 
the Riches of the Divine Workmanſhip ; without it 
Nature would be a huge and eternal Blank, and her 
infinite Beauties for ever unknown, 


AGAIN; What are the ſweeteſt Colours in Na- 
ture, the moſt delightful to the Eye, and moſt refreſh- 
ing too? Surely the Greenand the Blue claim this Pre- 
eminence, Common Experience, as well as Philo- 


ſophy, tells us, that Bodies of Blue and Green Colours 


ſend us ſuch Rays of Light to our Eyes, as are leaſt 
hurtful or offenſive; we can endure them longeſt: 
whereas the Red and the Tells, or Orange Colour, 
fend more uneaſy Rays in abundance, and give greater 
Confuſion and Pain to the Eye; they dazzle it ſooner, 
and tire it quickly with a little intent Gazing ; there- 
fore the divine Goodneſs dreſs'd all the Heavens in Blue, 
and the Earth in Green. Our Habitation is overhung 


with a Canopy of moſt beautiful Azur-, and a rich ver- 


dant Pavement is ſpread under our Feet, that the Eye 


may be bens d and caſy whereſoe ver it turns itſelf, 


and 
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and that the moſt univerſal Objects it has to converſe 
with might not impair the Spirits, and make the Senſe 


I. 


When GoD the new- made World ſurvey'd 
His Word pronounc'd the Building good ; 

Sun-beams and Light the Heavens array'd, 
And the whole Earth was crown'd with Had. 


II. 


Colours that charm and caſe the Eye, 
His Pencil ſpread all Nature round; 

With pleaſing Blue he arch'd the Sky, 
And a Green Carpet dreſt the Ground. 


III. 


Let envious Atheiſts ne*er complain 
That Nature wants, or Skill, or Care; 
But turn their Eyes all round in vain, 


T' avoid their Maker's Goodneſs there. 
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IX. 
4 The ſacred Concert of Praiſe, 
4 | I. 


O ME, pretty Birds, fly to this verdant Shade, 

| Here let our different Notes in Praiſe conſpire : 

3 *Twas the ſame Hand your painted Pinions ſpread, 

That form'd my nobler Powers to raiſe his Honours 

. { higher, 

. | II, 

Fair Songſters, come; beneath the ſacred Grove 

We'll fit and teach the Woods our Maker's Name: 

Men have forgot his Works, his Power, his Love, 

Forgot the mighty Arm that rear'd their wondrous 

Frame. 

© 

I ſearch the crowded Court, the buſy Street, 

Z Runthro' the Villages, trace every Road: 

8 In vain I ſearch ; for every Heart I meet 


Is laden with the World, and empty of its Gop. 


IV. 
How ſhall I bear with Men to ſpend my Days? 
Dear feather'd Innocents, you pleaſe me beſt : 


My 
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My Gop has fram'd your Voices for his Praiſe, 
His high Deſigns are anſwer'd by your tuneful Breaſt, 


V. 


Sweet Warblers, come, wake all your chearful Tongues, 
We join with Angels and their Heavenly Choirs 

Our humble Airs may imitate their Songs, 

Tho' bolder are their Notes, and purer are their Fires, 


VL 


HadT ten thouſand Hearts, my God, my Love, 
Had I ten thouſand Voices, all are thine : 
Where Love enflames the Soul, the Lips muſt move, 


Nor ſhall the Song be mortal where the Theme's: 
[ Divine, 


p 2s 
The World a Stranger to Gon. 


| By Oe; 
NFINIT E Beauty, everlaſting Love, [thee |! 


Hou are our Hearts, our Thoughts, eſtrang'd from 
Th' eternal God ſurrounds us; yet we rove 


In Chace of airy Toys, and follow as they flee, 
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II. 


> Oh could 1 cry, and make the Nations hear, 


From North to South my Voice ſhould teach thy Name: 


I d tell them, that they buy their Joys too dear, 
And pay immortal Souls for glittering Duſt or Fame, 


III. 


| Almighty Power, break off the: Chains of Senſe, | 


Melt them away with Love's celeſtial Fire, 


Create the World anew ; let Man commence 


A Seraph here on Earth, let Man to Heaven aſpire. 


em 


_ 
wn 


— — 
— A. lite. 


XI, 
PURGATORY. 


. AS a gainful Contrivance of the Prieſts of 
Rome, to erect a Building between Heaven and 


Hell, where to diſpoſe of good Chriſtians after Death 


till they are complcatly fit for Heaven: This is Pur- 


gatory ; ; a Place where the remaining Vices of the dy- 


ing Man are purged out with Fire : The Torments 


of it are ſaid to be equal with the Torments of Hell, and 


differ only in the Duration. Thoſe Souls for whom 
the Prieſt is hired to ſay molt Maſſes, are ſooneſt freed 
from 
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from the Relicts of Iniquity, and get the ſpeedieſt Re- 
leaſe to the heavenly Regions. This fills the Coffers of 
the Clergy by the Legacies of the Dead : Every one 
that leaves the World, takes ſomething away from 
his Friends and his Heirs to purchaſe Prayers for him- 
ſelf, and to ſhorten the Anguiſh of his Purification. 
Even that excellent Man, the Archbiſhop of Cambray, 
in his poſthumous Book called his Spiritual Works, 
ſpeaks of the Neceſſity of this purifying Fire, for good 
Chriſtians to burn out the Remnant of Self-Love, 
by teaching them Patience and entire Reſignation of 
the Will, and perfect Contentment under the fiery 
Diſcipline, 


Bur I cannot imagine how this DcQrine ſhould 
be any Temptation to Men to become Proſelytes to 
the Church of Name. One Inſtance of this kind 
which I am going to relate, methinks ſhould affright 
Perſons for ever from turning Papiſts. 


Promedin was bred in the Proteſtant Faith, but 
having a ſuperſtitious Turn of Mind, and being much 
impreſs'd by the Diſcourſe of an Uncle who was a 
devout Catholick, he began to waver, and was in- 
clin'd to change. He went lately to pay a Viſit to 
this Uncle on his Death-bed ; where after many Croſ- 
ſings and Anointings, and Holy Charms, he ſaw the 
dying Man continue {till in utmoſt Diſtreſs and Hor- 
ror ; for notwithſtanding all the Devotions of his 
Life, and the Ceremonies at his laſt Moments, yet, 

accord- 
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| according to the Doctrines of his own Church, he 
thought himſelf plunging into Torments equal to Hell: 
His Fleſh was convuls'd, and his Soul confounded af 


the Thoughts of ſuch immediate Anguiſh, He or- 


dered in his Will five hundred Pounds worth of Maſſes, 


yet he was not aſſured whether the State of his Purga- 


tion would continue Months, OT Years, or Ages. A- 


midſt theſe Agonies, Promedon ſaw his Uncle expire, 
and performed the laſt kind Office to cloſe his Eyes, 


In his return home, he talked thus with himſelf, 
6% What? Can the Pope promiſe no more than this? 
C Muſt a Man that is almoſt fit to be fainted be ſent 
& to Hell for a Seaſon, till the Prieſts are well fee'd to 
&« fay Prayers enough to fetch him out of it? Is the 
« Mercy of God ſo limited in the Popiſh Doctrine, 
& and reduced to ſuch, a Scantling, as not to fave us 
% without ſome Atonements of our own ? Is not the 
% Blood of our Redeemer ſufficient of itſelf to pur- 
& chaſe our full Pardon, but muſt we buy part of 
& it with the Anguiſh of our own Souls after Death? 
Cannot the bleſſed Spirit make his own ſanctifying 


Work perfect, but the Fire of Purgatory muſt 
help to burn out our Sins? Has not CHRIST 
“ promiſed me in the Bible, that if I am faithful till 


Death, I ſhall receive a Crown of Life ; and has the 
“ Prieſt Power to delay my Crown, and keep me fo 
long out of the Poſſeſſion, till his Maſſes and 
& Prayers ſhall bring me into it? Is not all the Grace 


of the Goſpel a ſufficient Security againſt the Pains 


« of 


cc 
cc 
cc 


cc 
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of Hell, but after all my Faith and the Labours of 
my Devotion, I muſt be conſign'd to helliſh Tor- 
ments, colour'd and ſoften'd with another Name? 
Does not the Word of God give Encouragement 


* to hope, that when wwe depart hence aue ſhall be with 


Chri/t ? that when I am abſent from the Body J ſhall 
be preſent with the Lord? And this is not only the 
Blefling of an Apoſtle, but even a Diſciple of 
Chr: 2 of the loweſt Rank, and whoſe Character 
— make no Pretence to Merit, has the ſame 
Privilege. A Thief upon the Croſs, put to Death 
by the Hand of Juſtice for his Crimes, and who 
(as ſome Divines ſuppoſe) had reviled our Saviour 
juſt before, (becauſe ſome of the facred Hiſtorians 
charge both the Thieves with reviling him :) Such 
a Wretch, I fay, who did not begin to repent till 
he began to die, has a Promiſe from our bleſſed 
Lord, that he ſhould be with him in Paradiſe that 
very Day, becauſe his Repentance and Faith were 
ſincere. And according to theſe Encouragements 
of the Goſpel, have I not heard of many a reli- 
gious Proteſtant dying upon the Faith of the New 
Teſtament with Joy, and good Aſſurance of his 
immediate entrance into Bleſſedneſs? And are theſe 
Terrors and Agonies of Spirit which I juſt now 
beheld, all the Conſolation that the Priz/t of Rome 
will allow to fo religious and devout a Man as my 


«© Uncle was? 


«& FARE- 
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« FAR EWE I,, farewel, ye Deceivers: My Bible 
c ſhall be my only Guide; and the Grace of GoD 
« for ever preſerve me in that Religion which puts ſo 


cc much Honour on the Sufferings of our bleſſed Sa- 
& yiour, as to ſecure Heaven to a good Man, as ſoon 


cc as he departs from Earth.“ 


| 


- - 


+ © | TRE 
The Temple of the Sun. 


IT J were an Idolater, and would build a Temple 

for the Sun, I ſhould make the whole Fabrick 
to conſiſt of Glaſs; the Walls and Roof of it ſhould 
be all over tranſparent, and it ſhould need no other 
Windows. Thus TI might every where behold the 
Glory of the Gop that I worſhip, and feel his Heat, 
and rejoice in his Light, and partake of the vital In- 
fluences of that illuſtrious Star in every Part of his 
Temple. But may not this Happineſs be obtained 
without forſaking the True God, or falling off to 
Idolatry ? 


_ SURELY the bleſſed Ordinances of Chriſtianity 
are thus, contrived and deſigned. Such are Baptiſm 
and the Lord's-Supper, Preaching, Praying and Pſal- 
„ mody, 
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mody. Theſe Inſtitutions of Worſhip are choſen 
and appointed with ſuch Divine Wiſdom, that they 
repreſent to us the Glory of the ſeveral Perfections of 
our Gop in his Works of Nature and Grace, and 
tranſmit the Beams of his Power and Love to enliven 


and to comfort our dark and drooping Spirits. When 


we are brought as it were by his Spirit into his Courts, 


the Glory of the Lord will fill the Houſe, and we ſhall 

hear him ſpeaking to our Souls, The Sun of Righteouſ- 
neſs will ſhine into our Hearts: All the Powers of our 
Nature will rejoice in the Light of his Majeſty, and 
under the Rays of his Mercy. We frequent his Sanc- 
tuary with Delight to behold the Beauty of the Lord 
there, to feel the warm Shines of Divine Good- 
neſs, and partake of his promiſed Salvation; Ezek, 
xliii. 5, 6. Eſal. xxvii. 4. and Ixiii. 2. But to carry 
the Similitude yet further, 


SUPPOSE when J had finiſh'd this Heathen Tem- 
ple, and basked there with Pleaſure under the Rays of 
my bright Idol, ſome fanciful and ingenious Painter 
ſhould attempt to cover the Building all round with 
his own Ornaments ; ſuppoſe Raphael himſelf ſhould 
uſe his Pencil with exquiſite Art, and with mingled 
Colours and Images of rich Variety and Beauty over- 
ſpread all the Walls, the Doors, and the tranſparent 
Roof of it; how would this ſeclude the Sun's beſt 
Influences, and ſhut this Idol Deity out of his own 
Temple ? Nay, tho? the Image of 3 Sun ſhould be 


drawn there ten thouſand Times over in Lines of 
Gold, 


in PROSE ond VERS x. 47 


Gold, with a Pretence to repreſent him in all his 


wondrous Effects, yet every Line will forbid the En- 


trance of a Sun-be:m, and the Worſhipper within 
muſt dwell in Twilight, or perhaps adore in Dark- 
' neſs; he muſt loſe the true Sight of his Planetary 
| Gov, and the Benefit of his chearing Beams. Not 
the richeſt Skill of a Zeuxis or Apelles beautifying the 
Walls of this Fabrick, could ever ſupply the Abſence 


of the Sun, or compenſate the Loſs of Light and 
Heat, 


SUCH are the Rites and Ceremonies of Hu- 
man Wiſdom, when they are contrived as Ornaments 
to Divine Worſhip. A facred Inſtitution mingled 
with the Devices of Men, is in truth nothing elſe 
but Glaſs darkned with the Colours of a Painter, laid 


thick upon it. Theſe Inventions may appear to the 
Fancy, not only grave and decent, but artful and ho- 
nourable too: they may pretend. Aſſiſtance to the de- 


vout Worſhipper, and Glory to Gon himſelf; but 


in reality they exclude him from his own Temple. 


Sometimes they ſhew a painted Idol in the ſtead of 
him, for nothing can effectually repreſent Gop, but 
his own pure Appointments; and ſo far as the Orna- 
ments pre ail above the ſimple Ordinance, they pre- 
vent 45! thc kind Influenceszof his Power and Grace; 
for h vouchſafes to tranſmit theſe no other way, but 
through his own Inftitutions. When the Church of 
Rome honours God with her Lips, and her Prieſts ſet up 
their Threfhalds by my Threſholds, faith the Lord, and 

| their 
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their Poſts by my Poſts, they habe cen de filed my holy 


Name by their Abominations, and 71: ©1414 do they worſhip 


me, teaching for Doetrines the Commandments of Men. 


Eſa. xxix. 13. comp. with Matt. xv. 8, 9. and Ezek. 
X11, 8. 


XIII. 


The MiIp NIGHT ELEVATION, 


1 


N W reigns the Night in her ſublimeſt Noon, 
Nature lies huſh'd ; the Stars their Watches keep; 
I wait thy Influence, gentle Sleep, 
Come, ſhed thy choiceſt Poppies down 
On every Senſe, ſweet Slumbers ſeal my Eyes, 
Tir'd with the Scenes of Day, with painted Vanities, 


IT. 
In vain I wiſh, invain I try 
I 0 o cloſe my Eyes, and learn to die; 
Sweet Slumbers from my reſtleſs Pillow fly: 
Then be my Thoughts ſerene as Day, 
Be ſprightly as the Light, 


Swift 
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Swift as the Sun's far-ſhooting Ray, 
And take a vigorous Flight : 


1 Swift fly, my Soul, tranſcend theſe dusky Skies, 


And trace the vital World that lies 
Beyond thoſe glimmering Fires that gild and cheer the 
Night. 
III. 
There JI Esus reigns, adored Name! 
The Second on the Throne ſupreme: 
In whoſe myſterious Form combine 
Created Glories and Divine: 
The Joy and Wonder of the Realms above; 
At his Command all their wing'd Squadrons move 
Burn with his Fire, and triumph in his Love. 


LY; 


| There Souls releas'd from Earth's dark Bondage live, 
My Reynolds there, with Here and Boyle are found; 
Not Time nor Nature could their Genius bound, 


And now they ſoar, and now they dive 


Inthat unlimitable Deep where Thought itſelf is drown'de 


They aid the Seraphs while they ſing, 
Go is their unexhauſted Theme; 


: 5 Light, Life and Joy for that immortal Spring 
> Overflow the bleſſed Millions with an endleſs Stream. 


Amazing State! Divine Abode ! 


6 Where Spirits find their Heaven while they are loſt in 


[GoD. 


D V. Hail, 


— 


—— — 
— p 12 — 


| When Night and ſacred Silence overſpread the Pole, 3 F 
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V. 

Hail, holy Souls, no more confin'd 

To Limbs and Bones that clog the Mind, 
Ye have eſcap'd the Snares, and left the Chains behind, 

We wretched Priſoners here below, 

What do we ſee, or learn, or know, 
But Scenes of various Folly, Guilt and Wo? | 
Life's buzzing Sounds and flatt*ring Colours play 2 

Round our fond Senſe, and waſte the Day, g 
Enchant the Fancy, vex the labouring Soul; 2 

Each riſing Sun, each lightſome Hour, 1 
Beholds the buſy Slavery we endure; 8 
Nor is our Freedom full, or Contemplation pure, 


E . o— 
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And bid me join th* harmonious Throng ? 
Oh for a Wing to riſe to thee | = 
When ſhall my Eyes thoſe heavenly Wonders ſee? 7 


VI. 

Reynolds, thou late aſcended Mind, | F 
Employ'd in various Thought and tuneful Song, 3 
What happy Moment ſhall my Soul unbind, 4 


ere 2 


When ſhall I taſte thoſe Conſorts with an Ear refin'd? 


VII. 1 
Roll on apace, ye Spheres ſublime, 4 
Swift drive thy Chariot round, illuſtrious Moon, 
Haſte, all ye twinkling Meaſurers of Time, 
Ye can't fulfil your Courſe too ſoon. 
Kindle, my languid Powers, celeſtial Love, 
Point all my Paffions to the Courts above, 


Then ſend the Convoy down to guard my laſt | Bars. 
VIII. 


* 
x" 
4% \4 (e 
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| VIII. 

4 Thrice happy World, where gilded Toys (Joys! 
| No more diſturb our Thoughts, no more pollute our 

1 There Light and Shade ſucceed no more by turns, 

There reigns th' eternal Sun with an unclouded Ray, 

There all is calm as Night, yet all immortal Day, 
And Truth for ever ſhines, and Love for ever burns, 


E XIV. 
The Honourable MAGISTRATE. 


NVIDO was a Man of a ſhrewd Underſtanding, 
but had ſo much ill Humour in his Make, that he 
could ſpeak well of no Body : Yet there once happen'd 
„ an Incident in Converſation, that betray'd him, with- 
out thinking, into a good-natur'd Truth; and even 
while he was practiſing his own malicious Temper, he 
was ſurprized into the Acknowledgment of ſuperior 
Worth, and paid a noble Teſtimony to Virtue, 


TT, » 14 


|? 

The Story was this, 
A FRIEND of mine had drawn up the Character 
of an excellent Magiſtrate, where, among other ad- 
z mirable Qualifications, theſe were inſerted, 


* HE never aimed at Superiority over his 
* Neighbours, tho' by the Bounty of Providence he 
Ve „ grew richer than they: He had the univerſal Re- 
III. iv D 2 CC ſpect 
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& ſpect due to Goodneis, long before he was made 
& Great ; and when his Fellow-Citizens voted him 
ce into Power and Honour, he ſurvey'd the Province 
e with a juſt Reluctance, and ſhrunk away from 
« Grandeur; nor could any thing overcome his ſin- 
« cere Averſion, but a Senſe of Duty and Hopes of 
„ publick Service. 


* 


HE paſſed through the chief Offices of the City, 
© and left a Luſtre upon them by the Practice of ſuch 
“ Virtue and ſuch Piety as the Chair of Honour has 
« ſeldom known: Thoſe who have attended that 
& Court ſince the Year of his Magiſtracy ſearch the 
“ Regiſter backward for twenty annual Succeſſions, 
„ and confeſs he has had no Rival. 


« WHILE he ſtood in that eminence, he ſurvey'd 


the whole Nation, took a juſt View of its Wants 


& and its Dangers; and by the divine Blefling 


& (which his daily Retirements engaged on his fide) he : 
c ſecured the Nation's beſt Intereſt, the Excluſion of 
&« Child of Rome from the Throne of England, and 
<« the Succeſſion of a Proteſtant Government, At 
cc the appointed Seaſon he reſigned with Pleaſure the 
« Fatigues of Power, the tireſome Hours of State, 
e and the tedious Train of Pomp and Equipage ; but 
« he daily fulfils the Duties of ſubordinate Authority 
c to the Terror of Vice, to the Support of the Good, 
« and to the Reformation of a ſinful Land. He vin- 1 
« dicates the Poor with Courage, againſt the Oppreſ- 
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ſion of the Mighty, and ſends gay Criminals to the 
Place of Correction: He puts the rich Offenders 
to publick Shame, as well as the poor, and he 
doth it with a noble Security of Soul: So ſpotleſs a 
Character fears no Recriminations. 


«© WHEN the Days of publick Shew and Proceſ- 
ſion return, he hides himſelf often at his Country- 
Seat, and makes every trifling Obſtacle a ſufficient 
Excuſe for his Abſence from Hcnours, Scarlet and 
Gold: But none ſo zealous and conſtant in their 
Attendance on the Hours of Buſineſs ; and at the 
Honourable Board there is no Seat empty ſo ſel- 
dom as his, Neither Gain nor Diverſion can 
tempt him aſide, when the Duty of his Poſt re- 
quires his Preſence, and the Publick Weal demands 
his Counſels. His Health, his Eaſe and his Eſtate 
are at the Call of his Country; his Life lies ready 
too for the ſame Service; but his Nation gives 
Thanks to Providence that has not demanded the 
precious Sacrifice, | 


“HE has no ſpreading Dimenſions nor lofty Ad- 


vantages of Stature, whence he might look down 


upon the Multitude, and command them into Re- 
verence ; but ſuch unblemiſh'd Virtue has Grandeur 
and Majeſty in it, and ſpreads Fear and Reſpect 
around. When he goes out to the Gate through the 
City, he neither wears nor needs the Enſigns of 
Honour about him, nor Attendants to follow him 
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in the Street ; the vain young Men ſee him and hide 
themſelves; the aged ariſe and land up. When the Ear 
hears him, then it bleſſes him; the Eye that ſees him 
gives witneſs to him; becauſe he has delivered the 


diſtreſſed Soul that cried, he has relieved the Father- 


leſs, and him that had none to help. The Bleſſing of 


thoſe that are ready to periſh comes daily upen him, and 
he cauſes the IVidow's Heart to fing for Foy. He is a 
Father to the Poor, and the Cauſe which he knows not he 


% ſearches out, He breaks the Faws of the Wicked, and | 
„ plucks the Spcil out of their Teeth ; Job xxix. 


TRE vileſt Wretches of the Earth cannot but love 
the Man, while they hate the reforming Magiſtrate, 
Not the united Malice of his worſt Enemies can find 
any Occaſion againſt him, but concerning the Law of his 
God; and were it not upon that Account, he 
would have no Enemies at all. 


THE World wonders and enquires, Whence all 
theſe Accompliſhments ! How did this Man arrive 
at this true Greatneſs, and all theſe uncommon 
Excellencics | Thoſe who are his Inimates know 
the Spring of them. He makes the Word of Gop 
his daily Counſellor, and he ſeeks Directions from 
Heaven in all his Affairs on Earth: He reads the 
Examples of Daniel and Fob in his Bible, and joins 
them together in his own Practice; for he thinks 
one of them alone too little for a Chriſtian.” 


WHEN 
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WHEN I had read this in a Room where Invids 
was preſent, one of the Company commended the In- 
genuity of my Friend in drawing up fo fair, fo divine 
a Character. Some of them gave it as their Opinion, 
that the Excellencies and good Qualities were ſet tco 
thick together, and that there was no» ſuch Perſon in 
Nature, therefore it muſt be the mere Work of Fancy : 
They confeſs'd it was well imagin'd indeed, *twas a 
fine Picture, but there was no ſuch Original. --- 

Invido had no longer Patience to hear ſuch Compli- 
ments paſs'd on the Writer; but with his uſual cager- 
neſs, Your Friend (ſaid he) was never capable of 
&« compoſing ſuch a Piece; there is not a Line of it 
& owing to his own Invention, for the whole Cha- 


* rafter is a mere Copy. This Friend of yours has 


c lived ſome Years in Altinus's F amily, and has only 
& ſtole his Picture.“ 


You are much in the right, Irvido; it was ſo de- 
ſigned ; and Iam glad the Features are ſo well touch'd, 
and the Likeneſs fo finely preſerved, that a Man of 
your Temper ſhould conſent to know the Piece, 
ſhould name the Original, and confeſs the Likeneſs, 


HAP Albinus, and favour'd of Heaven beyond the 
common rate even of the beſt of Men, when Envy it- 
ſelf is conſtrain'd to pay publickHonours to his Merit. 
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A Lts8o0N of HumiLiTy. K 

* cc 

OW vain a thing is Man! How ready to be b cc 
puff'd up with every Breath of Applauſe, and to 
forget that he is a Creature, and a Sinner ! He that 3 cc 
can bear to be ſurrounded with Approbations and Ho k 
nours, and yet keep the fame Air and Countenance « 


without ſwelling a little at Heart, hath paſs'd an Hour 3 60 
of Temptation, and come off Conqueror, As the Fi-π 
ning- pot for Silver, and the Furnace for Gold, ſo is a Man 
20 his Praiſe, Prov. xxvii. 21. 


Eudoxus is a Gentleman of exalted Virtue, and un- 
ſtained Reputation: Every Soul that knows him, 
ſpeaks well of him; he is ſo much honoured, and fo 
well beloved in his Nation, that he muſt flee his County 
if he wou'd avoid Praiſes. So ſenſible is he of the ſecret 
Pride that has tainted Human Nature, that he holds n 
himſelf in perpetual Danger, and maintains an everlaſt= 3 h 
ing Watch. He behaves now with the fame Modeſty as 7 
when he was unknown and obſcure. He receives the | 
Acclamations of the World with ſuch an humble Mien, 1 
and with ſuch an Indifference of Spirit that is truly 
admirable and divine. Tis a lovely Pattern, but the 
Imitation is not eaſy. 
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I Took the Freedom one Day to ask him, How he 
acquir'd 
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acquir'd this wondrous Humility, or whether he was 


born with no Pride about him? „ Ah, no, (ſaid he, 


« with a ſacred Sigh) I feel the working Poiſon, but 
« I keep iny Antidote at hand; when my Friends tell 
«© me of many good Qualities and Talents, I have 
& learnt from St. Paul to ſay, What have I that I have 
& not received? My own Conſciouſneſs of many Fol- 
c lies and Sins conſtrains me to add, hat have I that 7 
& have not miſimproved? And then Rœaſon and Religion 
join together to ſuppreſs my Vanity, and teach me 
dc the proper Language of a Creature and a Sinner; 3 
&« at then have 1 to glory in?“ 
1716. 


XVI. 
The WASTE of Lien. 


NERGUS was a young Gentleman of a good 
Eſtate, he was bred to no Buſineſs, and could 
not contrive how to waſte his Hours agrecably ; he 
had no Reliſh for any of the proper Works of Life, 
nor any Taſte at all for the Improvements of the Mind; 


be ſpent generally ten Hours of the four and twenty 


in his Bed ; he doz'd away two or three more on his 
Couch, and as many were diſſolved in good Liquor 
every Evening, if he met with Company of his own 
Humour. Five or ſix of the reſt he ſauntered away, 
with much Indolence : The chief Buſineſs of them 
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was to contrive his Meals, and to feed his Fancy be- 
fore-hand with the Promiſe of a Dinner and a Supper ; 
not that he was ſo very a Glutton, or ſo entirely de- 
voted to Appetite ; but chiefly becauſe he knew not 
how to employ his Thoughts better, he let em rove 
about the Suſtenance of his Body. Thus he had made 
a ſhift to wear off ten Years ſince the Paternal Eſtate 
fel! into his Hands; and yet, according to the Abuſe 
of Words in our Day, he was call'd a Man of Virtue, 
decauſe he ſcarce ever was known to be quite drunk, 
nor was his Nature much inclin'd to Lewdneſs. 


Ou Evening as he was muſing alone, his 
Thoughts happened to take a moſt unuſual Turn, for 
they caſt a Glance backward, and began to reflect on 
his Manner of Life. He bethought himſelf what a 
Number of living Beings had been made a Sacrifice to 
fupport his Carcaſs, and how much Corn and Wine 
had been mingled with thoſe Offerings. He had not 
quite loſt all the Arithmetick that he learn'd when he 
was a Boy, and he ſet himſelf to compute what he 
had devoured ſince he came to the Age of Man. 


«© ABOVE a dozen feather'd Creatures, ſmall and 
« oreat, have one Week with another (ſaid he) given 
« up their Lives to prolong mine, which in ten Years 
« Time amounts to at lealt fix thouſand. 


« Fir Ty Sheep have been ſacrific'd in aYear, with 
& half a Hecatomb of black Cattle, that I might 


« have the choiceſt Part offer'd weekly upon my 
“Table. 
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e Table. Thus a thouſand Beaſts out of the Flock 


« and the Herd have been lain in ten Years time to 
c feed me, beſides what the Foreſt and the Park have 
« ſupply'd me with. Many hundreds of Fiſhes have, 
&« in all their Varieties, been robb'd of Lite for my 
“% Repaſt, and of the ſmaller Fry as many Thouſands, 


« A MEASURE of Corn would hardly afford 
« fine Flour enough for a Month's Proviſion, and 
ce this ariſes to above fixſcore Buſhels; and many 
« Hogſheads of Ale and Wine, and other Liquors, 
have paſſed thro* this Body of mine, this wretched 
Strainer of Meat and Drink. 


« AND what have I done all this time for Gop or 


* 


. 
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34 Man? What a vaſt Profuſion of good Things upon 


<« an uſeleſs Life, and a worthleſs Liver? There is 
&* not the meaneſt Creature among all theſe which 1 
& have devoured, but hath anfwer'd the End of its 
& Creation better than IJ. Twas made to ſupport 
“ human Nature, and it hath done ſo, Every Shrimp 
e and Oyſter I have eat, and every Grain of 
« Corn I have devoured, hath filled up its Place 
© in the Rank of Beings with more Propriety and 
& Honour than I have done: O ſhameful Waſte of 
« Life and Time!? . 


In ſhort, he carried on his moral Reflections with 
fo juſt and ſevere a Force of Reaſon, as conſtrain'd 
him to change his whole Courſe of Life, to break off 
his Follies at once, and to apply himſelf to gain ſome 
uſeful Knowledge, when he was more than thirty 
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Years of Age: He lived many following Years, with 
the Character of a worthy Man, and an excellent 
Chriſtian ; he perform'd the kind Offices of a good 
Neighbour at Home, and made a ſhining Figure as a 
Patriot in the Senate-Houſe; he died with a peaceful 
Conſcience in the Faith and Hope of the Goſpel, and 
the Tears of his Country were dropped upon his Tomb. 


TE World, that knew the whole Series of his Life, 
ſtood amazed at the mighty Change: They beheld 
him as a Wonder of Reformation, while he himſelf 
confeſs'd and ador'd the Divine Power and Mercy, 
which had transform'd him from a Brute to a Man. 


Bor this was a fingle Inſtance 3 and we may al- 
molt venture to write MiR ACLE upon it. Are there 
not large Numbers of both Sexes among our young 
Gentry, and among the Families of Quality, in a de- 
generate Age, whoſe Lives thus run to utter Waſte, 
without the leaſt Tendency to Uſefulneſs and Refor- 
mation, and with a Scorn of all Repentance ? 


WRHEN I meet with Perſons of ſuch a worthleſs 
Character as this, it brings to my Mind ſome Scraps 
of Horace. | 

Nos num-rus ſumus, & fruges conſumere nat, 

— Alcinoique juventus 

Cui pulchrum fuit in medias dormire dies, &c. 


PARAPHRASE. 


There are a Number of us creep 


Into this World, to eat and ſleep; 
And 
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And know no Reaſon why they're born, 
But merely to conſume the Corn, 

Devour the Cattle, Fowl and Fiſh, 

And leave behind an empty Dith : 

The Crows and Ravens do the ſame, 
Unlucky Birds of hateful Name ; 

Ravens or Crows might fill their Place, 
And ſwallow Corn and Carcaſſes. 

Then, if their Tomb-ſtone, when they die, 
Ben't taught to flatter and to lie, 

There's nothing better will be ſaid, 

Than that, They've eat up all their Bread, ' 
Drank up their Drink, and gone to Bed. 


THERE are other Fragments of that Heathen Poet, 


which occur on ſuch Occaſions, one in the firſt of his 
Satyrs, the other in the laſt of his Epiſtles, which ſeem 
to repreſent Life only as a Seaſon of Luxury. 


Exacto contentus ogy vitæ 
Cedat uti conviva ſatun 


Luſiſti ſatis, ediſti ſatis ow bibiſlt 3 
Tempus abire tibi. 


Mhich may be thus put into Engliſh. 


Life's but a Feaſt; and when we die, 
Horace would ſay, if he were by, 


. Friend, thou haſt eat and drank enough, 


*Tis Time now to be marching off: 
Then like a well-fed Gueſt depart, 


With cheerful Looks, and Eaſe at Heart; 
Bid 
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© Bid all your Friends Good- night, and ſay, 
Vu ve done the Buſineſs of the Day, 


REFLECTION. 


Deluded Souls! that ſacrifice 
Eternal Hopes above the Skies, 
And pour their Lives out all in Waſte, 
To the vile Idol of their Taſte! 
The higheſt Heaven of their Purſuit 
Is to live equal with the Brute: 
Happy, if they could die as well. 
Without a Judge, without a Hell! 
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XVII. 
The TABLE bleſsd. 


— — 


| pov do we upbraid and condemn the Rzmih 
| Clergy for pretending to conſecrate the Wafer for 
; al all the People, by muttering a few Zatin Words over 
M1} it, which they cannot underſtand! While we abhor 
| 1 the Idolatry of the Maſs, yet we cannot help ſmile- 
1651 ing at the ſilly Superſtition, and pity the Ignorance of 
— the Multitude: They believe the Bread ſufficiently 
W's conſecrated for them to all the Purpoſcs of their Sal- 
1 vation, tho they never join'd with the Prieſt in at- 
i 1 tending to the Words of Bleſſing: Nor indeed was it 
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poſſible they ſnould have their Hearts engaged in that 
Part of the Worſhip, becauſe it was perform'd in an 
unknown 
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unknown Tongue. Who is there among us, that 
does not blame and reprove ſo abſurd a Practice? And 
yet we imitate the ſame Folly daily, and think our- 
ſelves unconcern'd in the Reproof. 


Formulo ſays Grace conſtantly at a plentiful Table, 
but he hurries over the Words as a School-boy does 
his Leſſon, and he whiſpers in ſo low a Voice, as 
tho' he were muttering ſome ſecret Charm to conſe- 
crate the Diſhes. Does he think it ſufficient if the 
Words may be heard in Heaven, while the Company 
in the Room know little of the Matter, and the 
quickeſt Ears can diſtinguiſh no more than a few 
broken Syllables? Yet I have heard this Man main- 
tain a fine Argument againſt Popiſb Superſtition and 
the Latin Liturgy : I have heard him aſſert with very 
good Reaſon, that no part of the Bread is ſanctified 
to the People at the holy Sacrament by all the Com- 
munion-Service, where the Hearts of the Communi- 


cants are abſent, and never join with the Church in - 


her Prayers: Then why will not Formulo let his 


Friends at the Table join with him in his Graces? No 


wonder that the Family and the Gueſts ftare about 
thoughtleſs, and fit down to their Food without a 
Bleſſing, when the Lips that pronounce it do not 
ſuffer the Bleſſing to reach their Ears. But Chaplains 
are not the only Perſons culpable in this Matter, nor 
are they always to blame, 


Aſebiom, a gay Gentleman of one and twenty, was 
preſent 
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preſent at a Table where Gop is addreſs'd in a more 
religious Manner, and with a devout and becoming 
Solemnity. He fits down and eats heartily ; he 
doubts not but the Food is ſufficiently bleſs'd to his 
Uſe, tho' he never rais'd his Thoughts towards Hea- 
ven, nor attended at all while the good Man Serenus 
perform'd his Office. Aſebion was buſy in the Diſpo- 
ſal of his Hat and Sword, and ſurveying all the Faces 
of the Company, while the Bleſſing of Heaven was 
ſought on the Food, 


His Siſter Aſebina, a pert young Creature of fifteen, 
was obſerv'd to employ that Minute in drawing off 
her Gloves, adjuſting her Dreſs, giving herſelf Airs, 
and preparing for her Seat. At the ſame time there 
was at the Table a pious and elder Lady, a near 
Relation of theirs, who with Grief obſerv'd the careleſs 
Conduct of her Niece and Nephew ; and being ſeat- 
ed next above Aſebina, ſhe had the Opportunity to 
whiſper a gentle Admonition, . How can you expect, 
« Niece, a Bleſſing on your Meat, who did not fo 
« much as lift up a Thought to Gop to ask for it?“ 
Aſebina reply'd aloud, with anAir of aſſured Ignorance, 
« know the Chaplain did that for us all ;” and thus 
ſhe affected to let all the Company know that ſhe re- 
ceived a ſecret Reproof, and deſpiſed the Reprover. 
Should it be granted here, that the Admonition was a 
little ill-tim'd ; yet it is certain the Reply was not a 
little inſolent, nor a little irreligious. 


WuHiLE we were cating, one of the Gueſts di- 
verted 
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verted the Table with no improper Amuſements ; he 
entertain'd the Company with agreeable and ſacetious 
Diſcourſe, but {till within the Rules of Reiigion and 
Decency. 


TE Diſhes being withdrawn, and the Table un- 
cover'd, Serenus ſtood up to conclude his Office; A/e- 
bina open'd her Snuff-box, and rezard her Noſe ; but 
Aſebion employ'd himſelf with his 'T ooth-pick, and 


then ſet himſelf in an Attitude to wait for the Amen, 


that he might make his Honours gracefully to all 
the Table. 


AFTER Dinner the Converſation turn'd upon 
the Subject of Saying Grace before and after Meat. 
When ſeveral of the Company had given their 
Thoughts, Serenus acknowledged it was not neceſſary 
to offer a ſolemn and particular Petition to Heaven on 
the Occaſion of every Bit of Bread that we taſted, or 
when we drank a Glaſs of Wine with a Friend ; nor 
was it expected we ſhould make a ſocial Prayer when 
Perſons each for themſelves took a flight Repaſt in a 
running manner; either the general Morning Devotion 
is ſuppoſed ſufficient to recommend ſuch tranſient Acti- 
ons and Occurrences to the divine Bleſſing, or a ſudden 
ſecret Wiſh, ſent up to Heaven in Silence, might an- 
ſwer ſuch a Purpoſe in the Chriſtian Life : But when 
a whole Family fits down together to make a regular 
and ſtated Meal, *twas his Opinion, that the great 
Gop ſhould be ſolemnly acknowledged as the Giver 

of 
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of all the good Things we enjoy; and the Practice o- 


our Saviour and St. Paul had ſet us an illuſtrious Ex- 
ample, 


Ajebion had not yet arrived at ſuch Impiety, as to 
pronounce it a fooliſh and ſenſeleſs Cuſtom ; but he de- 
clared his Sentiment with Freedom, that“ we might 
all ſhare enough in the Grace that was ſaid for a 
„Dinner, without putting on ſuch a demure Coun- 
tenance, and ſuch grave Airs, as if we were at 
Church in the midſt of Divine Service.“ 


cc 


&& 


PROFANE and fooliſh Speech! but 'tis hard to 
ſay, whether more fooliſh or more profane. 


TELL me, Aſebion, is our addreſſing the Gon 
of Heaven with Prayer and Praiſe at Meals no part 
of Divine Service? Is Gop never worſhipped but 
when it is done at Church ? Little do theſe Creatures 
think what a dangerous thing it is to trifle with an Al- 
mighty Being, even in the ſmalleſt Act of Worſhip! 
Did the great Gop ever appoint 'Tooth-picks to be 
the ſacred Utenſils of our asking a Bleſſing on Food ? 
Or is a Cloud of Snuff the Incenſe that muſt aſcend 
with this Prayer? How thoughtleſs are theſe Mortals, 
and how unconcerned about the ſerious and important 
Things of Religion ! They behave with ſuch a re- 
gardleſs Air, as tho' Grace before Meat were a needleſs 
old-faſhioned Ceremony ; as though it were enough for 

the 
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the Chaplain to worſhip their Maker for the whole 
Family; or that when they ſpeak to the Majeſty of 
Heaven for a Bleffing on their Food, there was no 
need of a compoſed Countenancc, or any Shew of 
bodily Reverence. Yet Aſebion and Aſebina every 
Morning ask their Father's Bleſſing on their Knees, 
Methinks, I would ask them, hy jo /olemnly on your 
Knees for your Fathers Bleſſing, and jo witerly negligent 
of all Solemnity and outward Decencies when you ſeek a 


Bleſſing from God? 


AFTER I had written this Paper, I lent it to a 
Friend, who put it into the Hands of Sedentius, and 
deſired him to read it. In the peruſal of it, he ſcem'd 
pleaſed, and gratified with the juſt Reproof of ſuch 
Irreligion, and ſhew'd his Satisfaction by an approving 
Smile, till he came to the Cloſe; there he paus'd a 
little, and a grave dejected Air ſpread over his Coun- 
tenance: Well, faid he, I hope theſe voung Gen- 
„try will learn to be more devout while the Provi- 
« ſions of the Table are bleſs'd, but I take my Share 
“ alſo in the Reproof; nor will I indulge any more 
Appearance of Irreverence for time to come in theſe 
« domeſtick and daily Acts of Worſhip: I and my 
“Fathers before me have fat down to Meat theſe for- 
ce ty Years, and never asked a Bleſſing till after we 
© wereall ſeated; but my Children ſhall learn of me 
to ſtand up and adore the Gop who made and 
feeds us, nor ſhall our Seats nor our Conſciences 

| « upbraid 
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upbraid us with any appearances of Indecency in 
our Addrefles to the living Gop x. XVIII. 


i. 


* Ir has been ſuſpected that Sedentius reproves himſelf 
here without any juſt Reaſon, ſince our Sa vioux ſeated the 
Multitudes on the Graſs before he bleſſed the Food; Luke ix. 
and John vi. and the Apoſtles were fitting at the Paſcal Ta- 
ble when C:1R15T inſtituted the Lord's-Supper, and bleſs'd 
the Elements. | 

To this it may be reply'd, (1.) Who can ſay that our 
SAVIOUR did not riſe and ask the Bleſſing on the Food, 
ſanding, tho' the others might fit? (2.) The Fewih Cul- 
tom and Geſture at Meals was ſomething between lying and 
fitting, whereby it might become much more inconvenient to 
have all the Gueſts riſe up,and lie down again after the Food 
was ſet on the Table, which muſt be very low, and near the 
Ground ; and mere external Geſtures are not ſo preciſely ne- 
ceſſary in ſuch ſhort occaſional Acts of Worſhip, as to break 
in upon the common Conveniencies of Life. This was cer- 
tainly the Caſe when CHRIS fed” the Multitudes ; for he 
order'd them to fit down, that they might all be diſpoſed in- 
to proper Ranks, which could not ſo well have been done 
while they were ſtanding, and might change their Places. 


(3.) If it could be proved that our Saviour himſelf, as 
well as the Multitudes, ſat at bleſſing the Food, this could 
only prove the Lawfulneſs of the Geſture, but by no means 


the Neceſſity of it; becauſe ſtanding and kneeling are more 
frequently deſcribed in Scripture as Geſtures of Prayer. 

Ir is certain, that Standing, Kneeling, or Proſtration, are 
natural Tokens of Reverence and Supplication, which Sitting 
is not: Now when any of the natural Geſtures of Reve- 
rence and Supplication may be uſed with equal Conveniency, 


it 
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XVIII. 
YouTn and DEATH. 


—— Tener vitulus rela _ 
Matre qui largis juveneſcit Herbis 
In mea wota < 
Frente curvatos imitatus ignes 
Tertium Lune referentis ortum, 
Dud notam duxit niveus videri, 
Cetera fulvus. HoRAT. 


HILE we read theſe Lines of Horace, where- 
in he deſcribes his young yellow Calf with the 
white Creſcent in his Forehead, while he paints out 
the pretty Brute in moſt agreeable Verſe, one is ready 
to feel a ſort of fond Pity working in us, when we 
find that the Creature is deſtin'd to ſpeedy Sacrifice: 
The Poet himſelf, who devotes its Blood to the Altar, 


yet ſeems to dwell with' a ſort of Compaſſion and 


it ſeems more proper to uſe them, and to worſhip Gop with 
Fleſh and Spirit together. Whatever might be the Fevoſſe 
Cuſtom then, yet it is the conſtant Cuſtom of our Age now, 
to pray /anding or kneeling ; and this has made fitting at 
Prayer appear much more indecent. Now where natural 
Signs of Reverence join with the Cuſtoms of the Age and 
Country w!.crein we dwell, is it not much more proper to pay 
our Addieſſes to Gor in that Poſture, by which both Na- 
ture and Cuſtom agree to expreſs Reverence and Honour ; 
tho' for Ræaſons that are not obvious now, CHRIS might 
herctofore i ...ulge a Poſture whi ch carriesleſs Appearance 
oi Reverence in it? : 
mournful 
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mournful Pleaſure on the Deſcription of its Beauty 
and Sprightlineſs. 


A Milk-white Mark its ſpreading Front adorns, 
Shap'd like a Moon of three Days old : 

The Silver Curve divides its budding Horns, 
And all beſides is Gold. 

The pretty Creature, wild in wanton Play, 
Now frisks about the flowry Mead; 

Looſe from the Dam, it knows no Grief to-day, 
But muſt to-morrow bleed. 


Wu I ſee the Youth of either Sex arriv'd at 
that Age wherein Nature is juſt rifen to its Elegance and 
Vigour, and when they begin to ſhew themſelves to the 
World, my Heart pities them, as ſo many Borderers 
upon the Grave ; yet moſt of them areutterly thought- 
leſs of dying. Little do they imagine in thoſe Years 
of Gaiety, Mirth, and Madneſs, that they are trea- 
ſuring up Vengeance to themſelves, by their thought- 
leſs Rebellion againſt the Power that made them. Lit- 
tle do they think that their Lives are every Moment 
due to the Juſtice of Gop as a Sacrifice, each for 
their own Iniquity : Young Creatures, but bold Sin- 

ners! They are wean'd from the Nurſery, they are 
got looſe from their Parent's Wing, and, like the Ro- 
man Poet's Calf, they vainly exult and riot in their 
new Freedom; they gad abroad in the wide World, 
wanton and laviſh in all the Delights which the Vi- 
gour of depraved Nature inſpires They know not 
how 
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how to bear the Checks of Piety, and the Reftraints 
of Wiſdom, nor will they endure the tendereſt Admo- 
nitions of a Parent or an aged Friend. I hey have no 
Apprehenſion of the Angel of Death near them, as 
tho' it was beyond the Reach of his Commiſſion or the 
Flight of his Arrows to ſmite any of their Station or 
Character, In the Morning of Nature they feel them- 
ſelves live, and they fancy *tis Immortality. 


ESPECIALLY if they are adorned with any pecu- 
liar Charms of Wit or Beauty, then the Flatteries of 
the Glaſs, and their own warm Imagination, the 
Compliments and Careſſes of the Company that attend 
them, baniſh all that is folemn or ſerious : The en- 
chanting Allurements that ſurround their Senſes, ren- 
der them deaf to all the Warnings of Gop and Con- 
ſcience, and thoughtleſs of every thing but the gay 
Succeſſions of Pleaſure. The Powers of animal Life 
reign in them without controul, and they forget there 
is a Soul within them, or a Gop above them, or a 
Tribunal of Judgment at which they muſt be ar- 
raign'd. 


In the midſt of this flowry Scene, Ameliſtus was 
ſeized with a ſudden Fever; in three Days time it was 
heightened into a raging Delirium, which gave no 
room for any penitential Reflections; and thus in the 
Bloom of Nature, and full of the Sins of his Youth, 
he was ſurprized into Eternity: He ſcemed to be 
ſingled out from the reſt of his wild Ailociates, and 
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made a Victim to Death, and to Divine Diſpleaſure. 
A loud Alarm to ſecure Sinners, and a flaming 
Warning-Piece to the Companions of his Guilt ! 


Our Natural Compaſſion drops ſome Tears of 
Humanity on the Grave of ſuch a fine young Gentle- | 
man; but the Divine Being that made him, is not] 
moved with thoſe Prettineſſes of Fleſh and Blood, 
which engage our Senſes, and melt our Hearts to Þ 
Softneſs, What is a little Roſe-colour'd Skin and! 
well-ſet Limbs, in the Eyes of that Almighty Power! 
that can create Millions of ſuch beautiful Engines, 
with his Breath, and deſtroy them without Loſs ? 


Ten thouſand gay Worms and ſhining Inſects arife | © 


hourly at his Command in a Summer's Day: But it, 
an Inſet or a Worm aftront its Maker, our own | 7 
Reaſon would ſentence it to immediate Death. 


Hax were ſuch a Wretch as Ameliſtus, if he 
had been a mere Animal, and had nothing in him 
capable of Immortality. Happy had it been, if he 
were a Worm or a ſhining Inſect, or in all reſpedts 
like that pretty young Brute, which the Poet deſcribes; 
then the Term of his mortal Life would have finiſh'd 7? 
his Exiſtence : But the Sin of Man, and the Juſtice of 
GOD, demand the Sacrifice of a Soul; his Rebellion 


aroſe againſt Heaven; he affronted the infinite Ma-; 


jeſty of his Creator, and ſince he died without Repen- E 
tance, the Threatnings of the Bible doom him to- 
everlaſting Puniſhment. Hear this, young Sinners, 


who ferget God, leſt he tear you in pieces, and there be 


none to deliver you, XIX. 
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ih 7 

N  BaBnyLoN deſtroy'd; or, the 137th Plalm 
ot | tranſlated. 

d,. : : 
55 AD Horace or Pindar written this Op E, it 
nd would have been the endleſs Admiration of the 
= | Critick, and the perpetual Labour of Rival Tranſla- 
nes! tors; but 'tis found in the Scripture, and that gives a 


G2 | 7 fort of Diſguſt to an Age which verges too much to- 
if | | ward Infidelity.“ I could with the Muſe of Mr. Pope 
-| } would chuſe out ſome few of theſe Pieces of ſacred P/al- 
4 ody, which carry in them the more ſprightly Beau- 
ties of Poeſy, and let the Exgliſb Nation know what a 
divine Poet fat on the Throne of 1/-ae/. He has 
taken Homer's Rhapſodies, and turned them into fine 
2 Verſe and agrecable Entertainment; and his admira- 
ble Imitation of the Hebrew Prophets, in his Poem call- 
3 ed The Meſſiah, convinces us abundantly, how capa- 
ble he is of ſuch a Service. This particular P/alm 
could not well be converted into Chriſtianity, and 
: | therefore it appears here in its Zewiſh Form: The 
Vengeance denounced againſt Balylon, in the Cloſe of 
it, ſhall be exccutcd (ſaid a great Divine) upon Anti- 
chriſtian Rome; but he was perſuaded the Tus muſt 
do it, for Proteſtaut Hearts, ſaid he, have too much 
Compaſſion in them to cmbrue their Hands in ſuch a 
® bloody and terrible Execution, 
1 E WHEN 
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L 


WHEN by the flowing Brooks we fat 
The Brooks of Babylon the Proud ; 

We thought on Zion's mournful State, 

And wept her Woes, and waild aloud, 

IT. 

Thoughtleſs of every chearful Air 

(For Grief had all our Harps unſtrung) 
Our Harps, neglected in Deſpair, 

And filent, on the Willows hung. 


III. 


Our Focs, who made our Land their Spoil, 
Our barbarous Lords, with haughty Tongues, 
Bid us forget our Groans a-while, | 


And give a Taſte of Zion's Songs. 


IV. 


How ſhall we ſing in heathen Lands 
Our holy Songs to Ears profane ? 

Lord, ſhall our Lips at their Commands 
Pronounce thy dreadful Name in vain ? 


V. 
Forbid it Heaven ! O vile Abuſe! 
Zion in Duſt forbids it too : 
Shall Hymns inſpir'd for ſacred Uſe 
Be ſung to pleaſe a ſcoſſng Crew? 


I. 
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VI. 
O let my Tongue grow dry, and cleave 
Faſt to my Mouth in Silence ſtill. 
Let ſome avenging Power bereave 


My Fingers of their tuneful Skill, 


VII. 
If I thy ſacred Rites profane, 


O Salem, or thy Duſt deſpiſe; 
If I indulge one chearful Strain, 


Till I ſhall fee thy Towers ariſe, 


VIIL. 


"Twas Edom bid the conqu'ring Foe, 


Down with thy Tow'rs, and raze thy Walli: 
Requite her, Lord: But, Babe!, know, 
Thy Guilt for fiercer Vengeance calls. 


IX. 


As thou haſt ſpar'd nor Sex nor Age, 
Deaf to our Infants dying Groans, 
May ſome bleſs'd Hand, inſpir'd with Rage, 


Daſh thy young Babes, and tinge the Stones, 


E 2 XX. EP1- 
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XX. 


EPITHAP HIV M Monſtri cujuſdam, 


Apud ANG Los vulgo dicti 


„ 


Terre & Tenebris mandati. 


Autore diu incognito, viro Ingenioſo & vert pio 


JoHANNE REYNOLDS, 


J. 

577 C jacet { ſempergue jaceat I 
Pietatis cadaver, | 
Improbitatis corpus, 
Religionis larva, 

Sanctimoniæ hoſtis & umbra, 

Divini imago welt, & peſtis, 

Eccleſiæ ſimia ſimul & lupus. 


II. 
Moenſtrum horrendum, informe, ingens, cui lumen 
Rome antique natum, (ademptum. 


Nowve in tutelam acceptum, 
Ju caliginaſis Vaticani adytis, 


Humano 


i 
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6 
An EPIT APH on BIGOTRY, 
Tranſlated from the Latin. 


Thich was written by the late Pious and Ingenio: 
Mr. Jounn REYNOLDS, 


And inſerted in the OCCasI0NAL PAPER, 
Vil. III. Numb. 6. 


| 


HE RE lies (and may it here for ever lie) 
The Carcaſs of dead Piety, 
Shadow of Grace, ſubſtantial Sin, 
Religion's Mask and gawdy Dreſs, 
The Form and Foe of Holineſs, 
The Image and the Plague of Zeal divine. 
Its Dwelling was the Church ; in double Shape, 
Half was a murdering Wolf, and half a mimick Ape. 


II. 


A Monſter horrid to the Sight, 
Hideous, deform'd, and void of Light; 
T was born at Rome, 
"TI was nurs'd at Home, 
In the dark Cloiſters of the Vatican; 
E 3 Ita 
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Humano ſanguine & pulvere pyric 
Nutritum, ſaginatum. 


III. 


Hiſpanicæ ditionis incola, 
Gallicis deinde regionibus hoſpes 

Jamdudum gratiſſimis; 
Veteris quidem, novique orbis, 
Humani generis & commodi cauſd 

Peregrinater aſſiduus. 


IV. 


Linguarum utpote quarumcunque peritus, 
Sexts itidem utriuſque particeps, 
Mentium illuminator flammeus, 
Acutiſſimis dubitantium ductor, 

Qui laqueis, enſibus, incendiiſque, 

Reluctantium ani marum catervas 
Feſtinas in ceelum amandat, 
Celerrimus orbis converſor. 

| Conſpirationum exitialum, 

Verarum pariter ac ſimulatarum 

(Malt revera machinarum infandi) 

Artiſex dexterrimus, 


V. Eccleſiæ 
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Its Lungs inſpir'd with heaving Lies, 
Its Bulk well fatten'd to prodigious Size 
With Gun- Powder and Blood of Man, 


III. 


Antient Inhabitant of Hain, 
And long in France a welcome Gueſt; 
Over the Continent and Main, 
Over the Old World and the New, 
Mankind and Money to purſue, 
On Dragon's Wings the Harpy flew, 
And gave its Feet no reſt. 


IV. 


All Languages the Fury ſpake, 
And did of either Sex partake : 
Flaming Enlightner of the Mind, 
And headlong Leader of the Blind, 
Oft has it dragg'd the doubtful Tongue to ſpeak, 
While the pain'd Conſcience left the Truth behind, 
By Gibbet, Sword and Fire, 
It made whole Tribes of Men expire; 
And to the Skies their groaning Ghoſts it hurl'd, 
A ſwift Converter of the World. 
Dextrous in all the Arts of Blood ; 
Skill'd to contrive or counterfeit 
| Myſterious Miſchief, Plots of State, 
Thoſe murd'rous Engines to deſtroy the Good, 


The Muſe here tiring, begs the Reader's leave to releaſe 
herſelf from the Bonds and Labours of Rhyme and Me— 
'E 4 tre, 
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V. 
Eccleſiæ ſub nomine & cultu, 
Sub pelle je & vultu, 
Libertatis penitus eccleſiaſticæ, 
Commercii penè civilis, 
Ac fecietatis humane 


Indomitus vaſtator & prade. 


VI. 
Artibus politts, politiciſque, 
Critices nexibus, logiceque ſtrophis 
Calamorum, linguæque tells, 
Conciliorum, canonumgue bombardis, 
Ceteriſque gentis tegate armamentis 
Bellator inſtructiſſimus. 


VII. 
Cui furor, ac odium, ac nefas, 
Faſtuſque ac ſeculi amor, 
- Perjuria, pieque fraudes, 
Truculenta partium fludia, 
Implicite fidei, tyrannidiſque, 
Obſequi: proinde paſſivi, 
Inorantiæ ac moriæ encomia 
Comites fuerunt ſolennes. 


VIII. Cr: 
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tre, by a mere Imitation of the next thirty Lines in 
Proſe. 
v 


Under the Name and Habit of the Church, 

Under the Countenance and Clothing of a Sheep, 
It became the moſt ſavage and rampant 

Plunderer and Waſter of human Society. 

Made fearful Inroads on all civil Commerce, 

And left religious Liberty expiring. 


VI. 
A Warrior well furniſh'd 

With all Arts Politick and Polite, 

With the knotty Embaraiiments of Criticiim, 
The hampering Chains and Subtiltics of Logick, 

And the Javelins of Pen and "I'ongue, 
With the roaring Ordinance of Councils and Canons, 
And all the Artillery of the Schools and Gown. 


VII. 
Fury, Hatred and Miſchief, 
Love of this World, Pride and Diſdain, 
With Perjuries, Falſhoods, and pious Frauds, 
And raging Party-Zeal, 
Were its neceſſary and everlaſting Attendants. 
| High Encemiums and endleſs Applauſe 
Of Guides infallible, and Faith implicit, 
Of hereditary and divine Right, 
Of unlimited Power and Pailive Obedience 
„ 3 To Tyrant Prieſts and Kings, 
With the immortal Praiſe and Merit 


T3 
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VIII. 


Cui nugæ, tricæque, calendæ, 
Quiſquiliæ, dire, exequiægue, 
Bulle minantes, & bruta fulmina, 
Peta facrilega, ac legendæ, 
Fecur theolrgicum, bilifque 
Aera æque ac aira, 
Pompee theatrales, rituſque 
Ob/olett ſimul & decentes, 
Cordi fuere & cbs, 


| IX. 
Ordinis ut plurimum clericalis, 
Gregis potiſſimum Loyolitici, 
Congregationis preterea venerandæ 
De pragagandd per orbem fide, 
Coccinatus antiſtes. 


3 


X. Nobiliſſimæ 


ä 
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Of ſtupid Ignorance, and blind Submiſhon, 
Were Heralds to prepare its Way, 


VIII. 


Trifles, and Tricks, and ſolemn Fooleries, 
Legends and ſilly Tales, 

Old Almanacks, and mouldy muſty Reliques, 
Sweepings of antient Tombs, 

Vows, Pilgrimages, Charms and Conſecrations, 

Rites obſolete, and novel Ceremonies 
Both decent and indecent, 

Monkiſh Vows, and Superſtitious Auſterities, 

With Words of Sacerdotal Abſolution, 
And Sacerdotal Vengeance, 

Squibs, Crackers, Excommunications, Curles, 
Roaring Bulls, and vain Thunders, 

Mixt up with Prieſtly Choler, bitter and black, 
Were its delicious Food, 


[New Metre and Rhyme preceed.] 


Boy © 7 


A purple Prelate, choſen to preſide 
Over the whole Ignatian Drove, 
And all the Clergy-Tribes beſide, 

All but the ſacred few that mix their Zeal with Love, 
In every different Sccttwas known, 

It made the Caſſock and the Cowl its own, 

Now ſtalk'd in formal Cloak, now flutter'd in the 


[ Gown, 


X. At 
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X. 
Nobiliſſimæ inquiſitionis curiæ, 
( S.lertifſime hereticorum muſcipule ) 
Primevus fundator, & praeſes, 
Ainpliſſumo cardinalium conceſſut, 
Necnen Lance ii mo F. R. eccleſiæ 


Patri capitique 


4 fecretioribus ſemper confſiliis. 


XI. 
Chriſtiani inſuper orbis totius 
Tam per orientales, quam occidentales 
Mundi plagas 
1 Miſere ſecum militantis 
= (Et quid, queſo, dicendum ? ) 
[| Anteſignanus ſemper triumphans. 


XII. 


i Inſulæ Britannice extraneis ab hoſtibus 

4 Pelagi mænibus, necnon ab navium 
1 Propugnaculis bene munite, 

p Bonis preterea domeſticis, 
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X 


At what dark Hour ſoe'r 
The curſt Divan at Rome were met, 
Catholic k Faith to propagate, 
This Monſter fill'd the Chair. 
The Conclave dreſt in Bonnets red, 
With three-crown'd Tyrant at their Head, 
Made it their Privy-Councellor, 
The Inquiſition Court (a Bloody Crew, 
Artful to ſet the folemn Trap 
That lets no Heretick eſcape) 
Owns it her Preſident and Founder too, 


XI. | 


Oft as the Church in Eaf? or Neſtern Lands 
Riſing againſt herſelf in Arms, 
In her own Blood embru'd her Hands, 
This Chief led on th' unnatural War, 
Or did the bloody Standards bear, 
Or ſound the fierce Alarms ; 
Victorious ſtill. (And what can more be ſaid 
Of all the living Warriors, or the Heroes dead?) 


XII. 


Britain, a Land well ſtor'd with every Good, 
That Nature, Law, Religion gives; 
A Land where ſacred Freedom thrives ; 
Bleſt Iſle! if her own Weal ſhe underſtood! 


855 


Her 
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Dua facris, qud civilibus 
(Bona ſi tandem ſua noverit ) 
Omnium fortunatiſſimæ 


Prob dolor Proh pudor I) 


Inteſtinus diviſor & hellus, 


XII. 


I fuge viator, malignum 
Hujuſce ſepulebri vaporem ! 
Lætare, feſtina, & ora 
Ne ſpbingi adeo nefande 

Ullus in æuum 
Reſurrectionis concedatur locus. 
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Her Sons, immur'd with guardian Ocean, ſleep, 
And Caſtles floating on the Deep, 
Fenc'd from all foreign Foes, O Shame! O Sin! 
Her Sons had let this baleful Miſchief in; 
This helliſh Fury, who with flattering Breath 
Did firſt divide, and then devour, 
And made wild Waſte where e'er ſhe ſpread her Power, 
Behold ſhe meets her fatal Hour 
And lies enchain'd in Death, 


XIII. 


Shout at the Grave, O Traveller; 
Triumphant Joys that reach the Skies 
Are here the juſteſt Obſequics : 
Shout thrice ; then flee afar 
The pois'nous Steams and Stenches of the Sepulchre : 
Go, turn thy Face to Heaven, and pray, 


That ſuch a hateful Monſter never may 
Obtain a Reſurreion-Day, 
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XXI. 


e DEATH of LAZ ARus. 


HAT a wondrous Difference there is betwixt 
the Soul and the Body of a poor diſtreſſed dy- 


"i ing Chriſtian? His Fleſh perhaps with Lazarus is full of 
1 Diſcaſes, and in a few Moments time it lies dead upon 
6 the Dunghill; a noiſome Carcaſs ! an unlovely and 


offenſive Sight! Then, as tho” it were unworthy for the 
4 Earth to bear it, tis thrown under Ground to rot in 
1 Darkneſs, as a Companion and Food for Worms: 
4 But his Soul (like one of the Lamps of Gideon ſhining 
out at Midnight from a broken Pitcher) appears imme- 
| diately in its native Brightneſs and Beauty, as a Crea- 
ture born of Heaven, and a-kin to God ; it is taken 


1 up as an honourable Burden for the Wings of Angels; 
i i it is ſwiftly convey'd above the Heavens, and made a 
1 Companion for all the Sons of Gop in Glory. Luke 
1 xvi. 20, 22. Judges vii. 16, 19. 


LET us take a diſtin Review of each of theſe 
different Circumſtances of the Fleſh and Spirit, and ſet 
Ws them in a juſt Light and in due Oppoſition, 


Tre 


n 
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THe Body with all its Bonds and Nerves lies dead 
and moveleſs, a demoliſh'd Priſon and broken Fet- 
ters; the Soul all Liſe and Vigour, a Priſoner re— 
leaſed from all its Chains, and exulting in glorious 


Liberty. 


THE Body an unworthy Load of Earth; the 
Soul a Burden fit for an Angel's Wing. 


THe Body thrown under Ground, and hid in 
Darkneſs; the Soul riſing above the Skies, and ſhi- 
ning there in Garments of Light. 


TRE Body the Entertainment and the Contempt 
of Worms; the Soul proper Company for Chr: 7 
and his Saints. 


Was it not a Stroke of divine Love that demo- 
liſh*d the Priſon-houſe, and releas'd the Captive ? that 


broke the dark earthen Pitcher, and bid the Lamp 
appear and ſhine ? 
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XXII. 


An HyMN Fo CHRIST JESus, 
be Eternal Life. 


] 


WII E RE ſhall the Tribes of Adam find 
The ſovereign Good to fill the Mind? 
Ye Sons of Moral Wiſdom, ſhow 


The Spring whence living Waters flow, 


II. 

Say, will the Szoict's flinty Heart 
Melt, and this cordial Juice impart? 
Could Plato find theſe bliſsful Streams, 
Amongſt his Raptures and his Dreams? 


1 | TIL. a 
3 In vain I ask; for Nature's Power | 

„ Extends but to this mortal Hour: 
Li *T was but a poor Relief ſhe gave 
Againſt the Terrors of the Grave, 


IV. 


JEsus, our Kinſman, and our Gop, 
Array'd in Majeſty and Blood, 
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Thou art our Life; our Souls in Thee 
Poſſeſs a full Felicity. 


V. 


All our immortal Hopes are laid 

In Thee, our Surety, and our Head ; 
Thy Croſs, thy Cradle, and thy Throne, 
Are big with Glories yet unknown, 


VI. 


Let Atheiſts ſcoff, and Fews blaſpheme 


Th' Eternal Life, and Jesus' Name; 
A Word of his Almighty Breath 
Dooms the rebellious World to Death, 


VII. 


But let my Soul for ever lie 

Beneath the Bleſſings of thine Eye; 

*Tis Heaven on Earth, *tis Heaven above, 
To ſee thy Face, to taſte thy Love. 


— pm 


XXIII. 
DISTANT THUNDER. 


: WH E N we hear the Thunder rumbling in ſome 


diſtant Quarter of the Heavens, we fit calm 


and ſecure amidſt our Buſineſs or Diverſions, we feel 
no Terrors about us, and apprehend no Danger. When 
we ſee the ſlender Streaks of Lightning play afar off in 


the 
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X XII. 


An HYMN fo CHRIST JESUS, 
» the Eternal Life. 


I 


Wi ERE ſhall the Tribes of Adam find 


The ſovereign Good to fill the Mind ? 
Ye Sons of Moral Wiſdom, ſhow 


The Spring whence living Waters flow, 
II. 


Say, will the Szoict's flinty Heart 


Melt, and this cordial Juice impart ? 
Could Plato find theſe bliſsful Streams, 
Amongſt his Raptures and his Dreams? 


III. 
In vain I ask; for Nature's Power 
Extends but to this mortal Hour : 
*T was but a poor Relief ſhe gave 
Againſt the Terrors of the Grave, 


IV. 


Jesus, our Kinſman, and our Gop, 
Array'd in Majeſty and Blood, 


1 : 
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Thou art our Life ; our Souls in Thee 
Poſſeſs a full Felicity. 


V. 
All our immortal Hopes are laid 
In Thee, our Surety, and our Head; 
Thy Croſs, thy Cradle, and thy Throne, 
Are big with Glories yet unknown. 


VI. 


Let Atheiſts ſcoff, and Fews blaſpheme 
Th' Eternal Life, and Jesus Name; 
A Word of his Almighty Breath 

Dooms the rebellious World to Death, 


VII. 


But let my Soul for ever lie 
Beneath the Bleſſings of thine Eye; 
*Tis Heaven on Earth, *tis Heaven above, 


To ſee thy Face, to taſte thy Love. 


XXIII. 
DISTANT THUNDER. 


WII E N we hear the Thunder rumbling in ſome 

diſtant Quarter of the Heavens, we ſit calm 
and ſecure amidſt our Buſineſs or Diverſions, we feel 
no Terrors about us, and apprehend no Danger. When 


we ſee the ſlender Streaks of Lightning play afar off in 
| the 
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the Horizon of an Evening Sky, we look on and 
amuſe ourſelves as with an agreeable Spectacle, with- 
out the leaſt Fear or Concern, But, lo, the dark 
Cloud riſes by degrees, it grows black as Night, and 
big with Tempeſt ; it ſpreads as it riſes to the Mid- 
Heaven, and now hangs directly over us; the Flaſhes 
of Lightning grow broad and ftrong, and like Sheets 
of ruddy Fire, they blaze terribly all round the Hemi- 
ſphere. We bar the Doors, and Windows, and every 
Avenue of Light, but we bar them all in vain; the 
Flames break in at every Cranny, and threaten ſwift 
Deſtruction. The Thunder follows, burſting from 
the Cloud with ſudden and tremendous Claſhes; the 
Voice of the Lord is redoubled with Violence, and over- 


whelms us with Terror; it rattles over our Heads, as 


tho' the whole Houſe were broken down at once with 
a Stroke from Heaven, and were tumbling on us amain 
to bury us in the Ruins. Happy the Soul whoſe Hope 
in his GoD compoſes all his Paſſions amidſt theſe 
Storms of Nature, and renders his whole Deportment 
peaceful and ſerene amidſt the Frights and Hurries of 
weak Spirits and unfortify'd Minds, : 


WHarT Leflon ſhall we derive from ſuch a Scene 
as this? Methinks I ſee here in what manner the 
Terrors of the Book of Gop and the Threatnings 
of divine Vengeance are receiv'd and entertain'd 
by ſecure Sinners. "Theſe Threatnings appear to them 
like Streaks of Lightning afar off : The moſt dreadful 
Predictions of the Fury of God ſound in their Ears 

but 


— Ig 


„ Ü —ͤͥͤ F 


_— 
— 


in PROSH and VERSE. 93 


but like the feeble Murmurs of the Sky, and far diſ- 
tant Thunder. The Poor among Mankind go on to 
purſue their Labours of Life, and the Rich ihcir vain 
Amuſements ; they have no Fear about theſe future 
Storms afar oft, nor any Solicitude to avoid them, But 
the Hour is haſtening when every Threatning in the 
Bible ſhall appear to be the Voice of Gop, and his 
Power ſhall employ all the terrible Things in the Crea- 
tion for the Accompliſhment of his dreadful Word, 
The Wines of Time bring onward the remote Tem- 
peſt : Theſe dark Clouds unite and grow big with di- 
vine and eternal Vengeance; they riſe high, they hang 
over the Nations, and are juſt ready to be diſcharg'd 
on the Head of Impenitents. The Gop of Thun- 
der will roar from Heaven, and cauſe his Voice to be 
heard through the Foundations of the Earth, and to 
the very Centre of Hell. The Spirit of the haughti- 
eſt Sinner ſhall tremble with unknown Aſtoniſhment, 
and the Man of Mockery ſhall quiver to his very Soul, 
The Lightnings of Gop ſhall kindle the World into 
one vaſt Conflagration; the Earth, with all its Foreſts 
and Cities, ſhal! make a dreadful Blaze; the Enemies 
of the Lord ſhall be Fuel for this devouring Fire, and 
a painful Burning ſhall be kindled in their Conſciences, 
which innumerable Ages ſhall not extinguiſh, ho 
can dwell with this devruring Fire? IA ho can endure 
theſe everlaſting Burnings © 


BLEes: ED Souls, who in a wiſe and happy Hour 
have heard theſe divine Warnings, who ſtood in Awe 
of 
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of theſe diſtant Thunders, and reverenc'd and obey'd 
the Voice of the Lord in them. Bleſſed Souls, who 
beheld the Flaſhes of the Wrath of Gop while they 
were yet afar off ; who ſaw them kindling terribly in 
the Threatnings of the broken Law, and fled for Re- 
fuge to the Hope ſet before them in the Goſpel ! they 
are divinely ſecur'd amidſt the Promiſes of the Cove- 
nant of Grace, from all the Approaches of the hery 
Indignation. JEsUs has ſprinkled his own Blood 
upon'em ; a ſovereign and preventive Remedy againſt 
theſe Terrors, a ſure and eternal Defence againſt the 
Power of the deſtroying Angel, and the burning Tem- 
peſt. Their Feet ſhall ſtand on high, their Habitation is a 
Munition of Rocks; they ſhall live ſecure, and rejoice 
in their GoD amidſt the Ruins of the lower Creation, 


— 


XXIV. 


David's Lamentation over Saul and Jonathan, 
2 Sam. i. 19, &c, 


TH E Jeros were acquainted with ſeveral Arts and 

Sciences long e er the Romans became a People, or 
the Greeks were known among the Nations. Tho' 
Moſes might learn ſome of them in his Egyptian Edu- 
cation, yet perhaps others were taught by Go p him- 
ſelf amidſt their Travels in the Wilderneſs, when 


they 
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they form'd ſuch a wonderful portable Structure as the 


Tabernacle, and wrought ſuch Garments of exquiſite 


Glory and Beauty to adorn the High-Prieſt in his ſa- 
cred Miniſtrations. Nor is it unlikely that Maſes in- 
troduced among them the Art of Verſe; for the moſt 
antient poztical Compoſures which are known in the 
World, are the 15th Chapter of Exodus, where he 
triumphs over Pharaoh and his Army, the goth Pſalm, 
where he deſcribes the Frailty and Miſery of Human 
Life, and the 32d of Deuteronomy, where he leaves be- 
hind him a noble divine Ode at his Death, for the 
perpetual Memory of Gop and his Wonders. 


THE next remarkable Inſtance we have of this 
kind, are the Writings of David, the ſweet Pſalmiſt 
of Tſrael; but even David could never be ſuppoſed to 
borrow any thing from the Greets, when Homer, the 
Father of their Verſe, was ſuppoſed to be but a Con- 
temporary with Salomon the Son of David. If the 
Greeks had been acquainted. with the Songs of Meſes, 
which I have mentior.'d, or the Remans had ever 
known the Odes of David, and amongſt the reſt this 
admirable Elegy, they would never have ſpoke of the 
Fews with ſo much Contempt, as a rude and barbarous 
People; at leaſt Iam perſuaded their Poets would have 
conceived a much better Opinion of them, when they 
found them ſo far exceed any thing that their own 
Nations had ever produced. I believe I might fairly 
challenge all the Antiquity of the Heathens to preſent 
us with an Ode of more beautiful Sentiments, and 

greater 
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greater Elegancy, than this Lamentation over Sau! 
and Jonathan. Tis rehearſed in the Scripture indeed, 


but perhaps not written by Infpiration, for there is s 
ſcarce any thing of Gop or Religion in it. David 

the mere Man was a ſublime Poet, and Gop made l 
him a Prophet. : 


I rave ſeen this Piece ſeveral times in an Eugliſb 
Dreſs, but none of them have given me any more Sa— c 
tisfaction, than perhaps I ſhall give to thoſe who read | C 
mine. Twas a mere Admiration of this Hebrew | 
Song that ſet my Imagination at work, in this At- Þ Z£ 
tempt to imitate. 


I SHALL here firſt tranſcribe it from theScripture, 
tho? it is impoſlible that it ſhould appear at this diſtance | 
of Time, and in our Language, with half the Luſtre 7 
in which it ſtood in that Age and Nation when it was 
written. 


2 Sam. i. 17. And David lamented with this La- 
mentation over Saul, and over Jonathan his San. | 

19. The Beauty of Iſrael is flain upon thy high 
Places: Hi are the Mighty fallen J 

19. Tell it not in Gath, publiſh it not in the Streets 
of Askelon, left the Daughters of the Philiſtines re- 
joice, left the Daughters of the Uncircumciſed triumph. 

21. Ye Mountains of Gilboa, let there be no Dew, | 
neither let there be Rain ien you, nor Fields of Offer- | 
ings: for there the Shield of the Mighty is vilely caſt | 
away, the Sbield of Saul, as the he had not been 
anointed with Oil. a 
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22. From the Blozd of the Slain, from the Fat of the N 

Mighty, the Bow of Jonathan turned not back, and ' 
the Stwird of Saul returned nat cmpty. 

23. Saul and Jonathan were lavely and pleaſant in 


their Lives, and in their Death they were not divided; 
they were ſwifter than Eagles, they were ſtronger than | 
Lions. Fe 


24. Ye Daughters of Iſrael, weep over Saul, tho 
clothed you in Scarlet with other Delights, who pit an ' 
Ornaments of Geld upon your Apparel, 

25. Hm are the Mighty fallen in the mid/t of the 
Battle ! OJonathan, thou wert ſlain in thy high Places ! 
26. I am diſtreſſed for thee, my Erether Jonathan; 
very pleaſant haſt thou been unto me; thy Love to me 

was wonderful, paſſing the Leve of TVomen, 

27. Hmo are the Mighty fallen, and the Il capcus of 
Nur periſhed ! | 


PARAPHRASED Z7bus. 


I 
Urner Day! diſtreſſing Sight! 
Iſrael, the Land of Heaven's Delight, 
How is thy Strength, thy Beauty fled | 
On the high Places of the Fight 
' Behold thy Princes fall'n, thy Sons of Victory dead. 


II. 


Ne'er be it told in Gath, nor known 
: Among the Streets of As#elzn : 


F. How 


1 


>. 
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How will Philiſtia's Youth rejoice 
And triumph in our Shame, 
And Girls with weak unhallowed Voice 


Chant the Diſhonours of the Hevrew Name! 
III. 


Mountains of G7/b:a, let no Dew 
Nor fruitful Showers deſcend on you : 
Curſe on your Fields thro' all the Year, 
No flow'ry Bleſſings there appear, 
| Nor golden Ranks of Harveſt ſtand 
Jo grace the Altar, or to feed the Land, 
'T'was in thoſe inauſpicious Fields 
F#:d:an Heroes loſt their Shields: 
Twas there (ah baſe Reproach and Scandal of the Day 
Thy Shield, O Saul, was caſt away, 
As tho' the Prophet's Horn had never ſhed 
Its ſacred Odours on thy Head. 


* : 

The Sword of Saul had neer till now 

Awoke to War in vain, 
Nor Fonathan withdrawn his Bow, 

Without an Army ſlain. 
Where Truth and Honour mark'd their Way, 
Not Eagles ſwifter to their Prey, | 
Nor Lions ſtrong or bold as they. 


V. 
Graceful in Arms and great in War 
Were Jenathan and Saul, 


Pleaſant 


1 


ant 
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Pleaſant in Life, and Manly fair; 
Nor Death divides the royal Pair, 
And thouſands ſhare their Fall. 

Daughters of Vrael, melt your Eyes 

Jo ſofter Tears, and ſwell your Sighs, 

Diſrob'd, diſgrac'd, your Monarch lies 

On the bleak Mountains, pale and cold : 

He made rich Scarlet your Array; 

Bright were your Looks, your Boſoms gay 
With Gems of regal Gift, and interwoven Gold. 


VT. 


How are the Princes ſunk in Death! 
Fall'n on the ſhameful Ground! 
There my. own Jonathan reſign'd his Breath 
| On the high Places where he ſtood, 
He loſt his Honours and his Blood ; 
Oh execrable Arm that gave the mortal Wound ! 


VII. 

My Jonathan, my better Part, 
My Brother, and (that dearer Name) my Friend, 
I feel the mortal Wound that reach'd thy Heart, 

And here my Comforts end. 

How pleaſant was thy Love to me ! 

Amazing Paſſion, ſtrong and free ! 
No Dangers cou'd thy ſteady Soul remove : 
Not the ſoft Virgin loves to that degree, | 
Nor Man to that degree does the ſoft Virgin love. 
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To name my Joys, awakes my Pain; 
The dying Friend runs cold thro' every Vein. 
My Jonathan, my dying Friend, 
How thick my Woes ariſe? where will my Sorrows 
| [end ? 
VIII. 
Unhappy Day! diſtreſſing Sight! 
Iſrael, the Land of Heaven's Delight, 
How are thy Princes fall'n, thy Sons. of Victory ſlain! 
The broken Bow, the ſhiver'd Spear, 
With all the ſully'd Pomp of War, 
In rude Confuſion fpread, + 
Promiſcuous lie among the Dead, 
A lamentable Rout o'er all the inglorious Plain. 


XXV. 
The SKELETON. 


* UN G Tramarinus was juſt returned from his 

Travels abroad, when he invited his Uncle to his 
Lodgings on a Saturday Neon; his Uncle was a ſub- 
ſtantial Trader in the City, a Man of ſincere Good- 
neſs, and of no contemptible Underſtanding ; Crats 
was his Name. The Nephew firſt entertain'd him 
with learned Talk of his Travels. The Converſa- 
tion happening to fall upon Anatomy, and ſpeaking 


of the Hand, he mention'd the Carpus and Hetacarpris, 
the 
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the joining of the Bones by many hard Names, and the 
Per::/lem which covered them, together with other 
Greet Words which Crate had never heard of, Ihen 
he ſhewed him a few Curiofties he had collected; but 
Anatomy being the Subject of their chief Diſcourſe, 
he dwelt much upon the Skeletons of a Hare anda Par- 
tridge: © Obſerve, Sir,faid he, how firm the Joints! how 
e nicely the Parts are fitted to each other! How pro- 
per this Limb for Flight, and that for Running! 
& and how wonderful the whole Compoiition !”” Crats 
took due Notice of the moſt confiderable Parts of thoſe 
Animals, and obſerved the chief Remarks that his Ne- 
phew made ; but being detain'd there two Hours with- 
out a Dinner, aſſuming a pleaſant Air, he ſaid, “ I with 
e theſe Rarities had Fleſh upon them, for I begin to 
* be hungry, Nephew, and you entertain me with 
% nothing but Bones.” Then he carry'd home his 

Nephew to Dinner with him, and diſmiſs'd the Jeſt. 
TA E next Morning his Kinſman Tramarinus deſired 
him to hear a Sermon at ſuch a Church, for Pm inform- 
ed, ſaid he, the Preacher will be my old School-maſter. 
It was Agrotes, a Country Miniſter, who was to fulfil the 
Service of the Day; an honeſt, a pious, and an uſeful 
Man, who fed his own People weekly with Divine 
Food, compoſed his Sermons with a Mixture of the 
Inſtructive and the Pathetick, and delivered them with 
no improper Elocution. Where any Difficulty appear'd 
in the Text or the Subject, he uſually explain'd-it in a 
very natural andeaſy Manner, to the Underſtanding of 
12 all 
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al his Pariſmioners; he paraphraſed on the moſt affect- 
1% Parts largely, that he might ſtrike the Conſcience 
of ey'ry Hearer, and had been the happy Means of the 
Salvation of many: But he thought thus with himſelf, 
Wen Ipreach at London, I have Hearers of a wiſer 
„Rank, I mult feed them with Learning and ſubſtan- 
e tial Senſe, and muſt have my Diſcourſe ſet thick 
Vith diſtinct Sentences and new Matter.“ He con- 


::yed therefore to abridge his Compoſures, and to throws-- 


tour of his Country Sermons together to make up one 
tor the City, and yet he could not forbear to add a lit- 
te Greek in the beginning: He told the Auditors how 
the Text was to be explain'd, he ſet forth the Analyſis 
of the Words in order, ſhew'd the Heti and the Dioti, 
(J. e. that it was ſo, and why it was ſo) with much 
jearncd Criticiſm (all which he wiſely left out in the 


Country;) then he pronounced the Doctrine diſtinctly, 


and iilicd up the reſt of the our with the mere Rehear- 
ſa} of the general and ſpecial Heads: But he omit- 
ted ail the Amplifcation which made his Performances 
in the Country ſo clear and ſo intelligible, ſo warm 
and affecting. In ſhort, it was the mere Joints and 
Carcafſs of a long Compoſure, and contain'd above for- 
ty Branches in it. The Hearers had no time to con- 


ſider or reflect on the good Things which were ſpoken, 


or apply them to their own Conſciences; the Preacher 
hury'd their Attention fo faſt onward to new Matters, 
that they could make no uſe of any thing he ſaid 
while he ſpoke it, nor had they a Moment for Re- 

flection, 


* 


* 
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flection, in order to fix it in their Memories, and im- 
prove by it at Home, 


Tre young Gentleman was ſomewhat out of 
Countenance when the Sermon was done, for he 
miſs'd all that Life and Spirit, that pathetick Am- 
plification which impreſs'd his Conſcience when he 
was but a School-boy : However he put the beſt Face 
upon it, and begin to commend the Perftermance. 
« Was it not (ſaid he) Sir, a ſubſtantial Diſcourie? 
«© How well connected were all the Reafons? bow 
« ſtrong the Interences, and what a Variety and 
6 Number of them? * Tis true (ialth the Uncle) but 
yet methinks I want Focd here, and I find nothing 
but Bones again. I could not have thought, Neptevr, 
you would have treated me two Days together juit 
alike ; yeſterday at home, and to-day at Church, 
the firſt Courſe was Greet, and all the reſt mere $4e- 
leton, 


XXYV1: 
WoRDs without SPIRIT. 


HERA was much diſpleaſed with her Maid-Ser- 
vants for ſome Picces of croſs ill Conduct in 
domeſtick Aﬀairs, "The Occaſion of her Diſplea- 
fure was great and juſt, but ſhe had not the Spi- 
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uit of Reproof, Criton, the Partner of her Life, hap- 
pening then to be in his Cloſet, ſhe went up and 
made her Complaints there; he intreated her to ex- 
cuſe him from the Oeconomy of the Kitchen and the 
arlour: T'was all entirely under her Dominion, 
and if her Maids were ſo culpable, ſhe mult reprove 
them ſharply : „ Alas, ſaid ſhe, I cannot chide ; 
however, to ſhew my Reſentment, if you will 
„ write down a Chiding, Ill go immediately and 


i read it to them.” This is no Fable, but true Hiſtory | 


of an Occurrence in a Family : Now what better Im- 
provement can be made of it, than to make a Parable 
like it for the Service of the Church. 
Lefirivs is a pious Man, and worthy Miniſter 
in a Country Pariſh ; his Diſcourſes are well formed, 
his Sentiments on almoſt every Subject are juſt and 
proper, his Stile is Modern and not unpolite, nor 
does he utterly neglect the Paſſions in the Turn of his 


Compoſures: Yet I cannot call him a good Preacher, 


for he. does not only uſe his written Notes to ſe- 
cure his Method, and to relieve his Memory, which 
isn very proper and uſeful Practice, but he ſcarce ever 
takes his Lye off from his Book to addreſs himſelf 
with Life and Spirit to the People: For this Reaſon, 
many of his Hearers fall aſleep; the reſt of them 
ſit from Fanuary to December, regardleſs and uncon- 
cern'd: An Air of Indolence reigns through the 
Faces of his Auditory, as if it were a Matter of no 
Importance, or not addreſs'd to them, and his Mi- 
niſtrations have little Power or Succeſs, : 
N 
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In his laſt Sermon he had an Uſe of Reproof for 
ſome Vices which were practiſed in a publick and 
ſhameleſs manner in his Pariſh, and as the Apoſtle 
required Timothy to reprove ſuch Sinners before all, ſo he 
. ſuppoſed that theſe Sins, at leait, ought not to eſcape a 
publick Rebuke. The Paragraph was well drawn up, 
and indeed it was animated with ſome juſt and awful 
Severities of Language; yet he had not Courage 
enough to chide the Guilty, nor to animate his Voice 
with any juſt degree of Zeal, However, the good 


Man did his beſt, he went into the Pulpit and read 


them a Chiding. 


His Conduct is juſt the ſame when he deſigns his 
Addreſs in his Paper to any of the ſofter Paſſions ; for 
by the Coldneſs of his Pronunciation, and keeping his 
Eye ever fix'd on his Notes, he makes very little Im- 
preſſion on his Hearers. When he ſhould awaken 
ſenſcleſs and obſtinate Sinners, and pluck them as 
Brands out of the Burning, he only reads to them out 
of his Book ſome Words of Pity, or perhaps a Die of 
Terror; and if he would lament over their Impeni- 
tence and their approaching Ruin, he can do no more 
than read them a Chapter of Lamentation. 


SINCE thcre are ſo many of the Kindred of 
Lectorius in our Nation, *tis no Wonder that ſome of 
them ariſe to vindicate the Family and their Prac- 
tice, Do not the Engl;h Sermons, ſay they, exceed 


F 5 thoſe 
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thoſe of other Nations, becauſe they are compoſed 
with ſo much Juſtneis and Accuracy, and by careful 
Reading, they are delivered with great Exactneſs to the 
People, without truſting one Sentence to the Frailty 


of the Memory, or the Warmth of ſudden Imagi- 
nation ? 


I am ſure it may be reply'd, that if the Eng- 
liſh Sermons exceed thoſe of our Neighbours, the 
Engliſb Preachers would exceed themſelves, if they 
would learn the Art of Reading by the Glance of an 
Eye, fo as never to interrupt the Force of their Ar- 
gument, nor the Vivacity and Pathos of their Pronun- 
ciation; or if they made themſelves ſo much Maſters 
of what they had written, and deliver'd it with ſuch 
Life and Spirit, ſuch Freedom and Fervency, as tho? 
it came all freſh from the Head and the Heart. Tis 
by this Art of pronouncing, as well as by a warm 
Compoſure, that fome of the French Preachers reign 
over their Aſſemblies, like a Cicero ox a Demoſthenes of 
old, and that with ſuch ſuperior Dignity and Power, 
as is ſeldom ſcen now-a-days in an Engliſh Audience, 
whatſoever Eſteem may be paid to our Writings. 


A PAPER with the moſt pathetic Lines written 
upon it, has no Fear nor Hope, no Zeal or Compal- 
fion ; *tis conſcious of no Deſign, nor has any Solici- 
tude for the Succeſs: and a mere Reader, who coldly 
tells the People what his Paper ſays, ſeems to be as 
void of all theſe neceſſary Qualifications, as his Pa- 
per is, 

XXVII. 
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hs 7 2 
XXVII. 


The Cu Uu RCH VAR p. 


* HEN TI enter into a Church-Yard, I love to 

converſe with the Dead. See how thick the 
Hillocks of Mortality ariſe all around me, each of them 
a Monument of Death, and the Covering of a Son or 
Daughter of Adam. Perhaps a Thouſand or Ten 
Thouſand Pieces of Human Nature, Heaps upon 
Heaps, lie buried in this Spot of Ground; 'tis the old 
Repoſitory of the Inhabitants of the neighbouring 
Town; a Collection of the Ruins of many Ages, 
and the Rubbiſh of twenty Generations, 


I sAY. within myſelf, What a Multitude of hu— 
man Beings, noble Creatures, are here reduced to 
Duſt ! Gop has broken his own belt Workmanſhip 
to pieces, and demolifh'd by thoufands the fineſt 
earthly Structures of his own building. Death has en- 
tered in, and reigned over this Fown for many ſuc— 
ceſſive Centuries it had itz Commiſſion from Gop, 
and it has devoured Multitudes of Men. 


SHOULD a Stranger make the Enquiry which 
is expreſs'd, Deut. xxix. 24. Wherefore has the Lord 
deut thus to the Work of his own Hands? Na: 

meaneth 
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mean-th the Heat of this great Anger? The Anſwer is 
ready, Fer. 25, &c. Becauſe they have. ſinned, they 
have forfaken the Covenant of the Lord God, therefore 
the Lord has rooted them out of their Land in Anger, 
and in IFrath, and ia great Indignation, and hath 
ct them into ancther Land, even the Land of Cor- 
ruption and Darinefs, as it is at this Day. 


Bur have not other Towns, Cities and Villages 
their Church-yards too? My Thoughts take the Hint, 
and Ay abroad through all the Burying-Places of the 
Nations, What Millions of Mankind lie under the 
Ground in Urns, or mingled with common Clay ? 
Every antient Town and City in the World has burnt 
or buried all its Inkabitants more than thirty times 
over: What wide ſpreading Slaughter, what lamenta- 


ble Deſolation, has Death made among the Children of 


Men! But the Vengeance is juſt in all; each of them 
are Sinners; and the Anger of God hath kindled againſt 
them to bring upon them the firſt Curſe that is written in 
his Book, In the Day that thou ſinneſt, thou ſhalt ſurely 


die, Gen. ii. 17. 


Go to the Church-yard then, O ſinful and 
thoughtleſs Mortal; go learn from every Tomb: ſtone 
and every riſing Hillock, that The Wages of Sin is 
Death. Learn in Silence among the Dead that Leſſon 
which infinitely concerns all the Living; nor let thy 
Heart be ever at reſt till thou art acquainted with 
JEsUs, who ts the Reſurrection and the Life. 
XXVIII. 
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XXVIII. 
To a PAINTER reſtoring an old Picture. 


SIR, | 
We EN you take a Review of the former La- 


bours of your Pencil, and retouch the Features 
of Idalis with ſo skilful a Hand, you remove the brown 
Vail which rolling Years have ſpread over them, and 
brighten all the Piece into its early Form and Loveli- 
neſs. There riſes a freſh Vigour upon the Looks, and 
the Spirit of the Poet is infuſed again into the Image 
of our aged Friend. We fee and wonder how the 
Eyes reſume their Youth and Fire; what a Genius 
glows in the Countenance ; and new Light and Life 
are ſcatter'd over all the Shadow of the Man, who 
himſelf is haſting to Death and Darknels. 


O covLD you renew all the living Originals, 
and recover them from the Deformations and Diſ- 
graces of Time, as cafily as your Pencil calls their 
Pourtraits back again from Age, you would be the 
firſt Man in the Univerſe for Wealth and Fame, 
Even the groſſeſt Senſualiſt, who is ſtrongly attach'd 
to his Cups and his Amours, would relinquiſh them 
both to make his Way to your Hand, and offer all the 
Remnant of his Patrimony for a Caſt of your Favour: 

Aurato, 
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Aurato, the decrepid Miſer, would bring his Mines of 
Gold, and lay them at your Foot ; while his Daughter 
Quadrilla, in her fortieth Year, throws down her 


Cards in haſte to increaſe the Crowd at your Door, 
and entreat the Bleſſings of your Art, 


Bur Nature (alas!) hath fixed the Limits of 
Youth, Beauty, and Vigour ; narrow Limits indeed! 
and when once paſs' d, they are unrepaſſable. The broken 
Lines of an antient Painting may be re- united and grow 


ſtrong, the Features may riſe round and elevated, and 


the Colours glow again with ſprightly Youth ;- but 
our real Form grows cold and pale, it finks, it flattens, 
it withers into Wrinckles ; the Decay is reſiſtleſs and 
perpetual, and Recovery lies beyond the Reach of 
Hope. This Shadow of Idalio, touched by your Pen- 
cil, lives again, and will ſee another Age; but the 
' Subſtance dies daily, and is ready to drop into the 


Duſt, 


To this Point of Mortality, ſince *tis certain and 
inevitable, let us often direct our Eyes; let our 
ſcatter d Thoughts be recollected from all their Wan— 
drings, and pay a daily Viſit to Death. Acquaintance 
with it in the Light of Chriſtianity will diſpel its 
darkeſt Terrors. And ſince Idalis and Apelles, Ports 
and Painters, with all their ſprightly Airs, are born 
away with the reſt of Mankind by the ſweeping Tor- 
rent of Time, let us hold the Period of Life ever in 
our View, let us all keep our Spirits awake, and guard 
againſt 
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againſt a Surprize. O may your Soul and mine never 
ſtart back from the gloomy Gate which opens a Paſ- 
ſage into the World of Spirits! We know we muſt 
leave our Fleſh behind us in the Grave ; and there let 
it lie till it hath finiſhed the Time of its appointed Pu- 
rification; let it lie and refine from all the Dregs of 
Sin and ſenſual Impurities ; let it wait for the Beams | 
of the laſt Morning, and falute the Dawn of the * 
great Riſing-Day. Glorious and ſupriſing Day in- 


deed, for the Reſtoration of all the Originals of Man- | 
kind, when Paintings and Shadows ſhall be no 14 
more! Bleſſed Hour, when our Duſt, at the crea- 4 


ting Call of Heaven, ſhall ſtart up into Max ; 
it ſhall glow with new Life and immortal Colours, 1 
ſuch as Nature in her gayeſt Scenes hath never diſ- ; 
play'd ; ſuch as the Dreams of Poets were never able to 0 
repreſent, nor the Pallet of Titian ever knew. 


XXIK. 
On the Sight of Queen MaRy, in 
the Year 1694. 


J. 
Saw th}? illuſtrious F orm, I faw 
Beauty that gave the Nations Law : 
Her Eyes, like Mercy on a Throne, 


In condeſcending Grandeur ſhone, if 
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IT. 


That blooming Face! how lovely fair 
Hath Nature mix'd her Wonders there 
The roſy Morn ſuch Luſtre ſhows 


Glancing along the Scythian Snows. 


ITE. 
Her Shape, her Motion, and her Mein, 
All heavenly ; ſuch are Angels ſeen, 
When the bright Viſion grows intenſe, 
And Fancy aids our ſeebler Senſe, 


| IV. 

Earth's proudeft Idols dare not vie 

With ſuch ſuperior Majeſty : 

A kindling Vapour might as ſoon 

Riſe from the Bogs, and mate the Moon, 


V. 
P11 call no Raphael from his Reft ; 
Such Charms can never be expreſs'd : 
Pencil and Paint were never made 
To draw pure Light without a Shade. 


VI. 
Britain beholds her Queen with Pride, 
And mighty WILLIAM at her Side 
Gracing the Throne, while at their Feet 
With humble Joy three Nations meet. 


VII 


Secure 


. 
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VII. 
Secure of Empire, ſhe might lay 
Her Crown, her Robes, and State away, 
And *midſt ten thouſand Nymphs be fcen : 
Her Beauty would proclaim the Queen. 


EPANORTHOSIS. 
VIII. 
Her Guardian Angel heard my Song. 
Fond Man, (he cry'd) forbear to wrong 
My lovely Charge. So vulgar Eyes 
Gaze at the Stars, and praiſe the Skies, 


1 IX. 
Rudely they praiſe, who dwell below, 
And Heaven's true Glories never know, 


Where Stars and Planets are no more 
Than Pebbles ſcatter'd on the Floor. 


X, 
So, where celeſtial Virtues join'd 
Form an incomparable Mind, 
Crowns, Scepters, Beauties, Charms and Aire, 
Stand but as ſhining Servants there, 


| 


XXX, 
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XXX, 


On the ErFIGIES of his Royal Highne)s, 


GEORGE, late Prince of DE Nx MARK, and Lord 
High Admiral of Great-Britain, made in It ax, 
and ſeated at a Banquet near the Effig:es of ber 
late Majeſty Queen ANNE, 


All happily performed in a very near Initatin 
of the Life, by CRYSIS. 1705. 


O look'd the Hero, coming from the Board 
Of naval Counſels, and put off his Sw ord. 
So fat the Prince, when with a ſmiling Air 
He reliſh'd Life, and pleas'd his SOVEREIGN FAIR. 
Surpriſing Form] ſcarce with a ſofter Mein 
Did his firſt Love addreſs his future Qu x £ vv. 
Publiſh the Wonder, Fame *. But O!] forbear 
T' approach the Palace and the Royal Ear, 
Leſt her impaticnt Love and wiſhing Eye 
Seek the dear Image, gaze, and mourn, and die. 
Or ſtay : The Royal Mourner will believe 
Her GEORGE reſtor'd, and fo forget to grieve. 
What cannot Chry/is do? "Thoſe artful Hands 
Shall raiſe the Hero: Lo, in Arms he ſtands : 


* This Poem ewas written juſt after Prince GEORCE'; 
Death. 


FAIRBOURN 


41 


n 
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FAIRBOURN “U and LEax ſubmiſſive ſhall cſpy 
War on his Brow, and Orders in his Eye, 
Auſpicious, juſt, and wile : The Fleet obeys, 

And the French Pyrates flee the 5r:ti/h Seas. 


* Tavo Britiſh Admirals. 


— c 


XXXI. 
To VELIN A, en the DEATH of ſeve- 
ral young Children, 


1 Have ſeen a comely Fruit-tree in the Summer- 
' Seaſon, with the Branches of it promiting plen- 
teous Fruit; the Stock was ſurrounded with ſeven or 


eight little Shoots of different Sizes, that grew up from 


the Root at a ſmall diſtance, and ſeemed to compoſe a 
beautiful Defence and Orananfent for the Mother- 
Tree: But the Gardener, who eſpied their Growth, 
knew the Danger ; he cut down thoſe tender Suckers 
one aſter another, and laid them in the Duſt. 1 
piticd them in my Heart, and faid, Heto pretty were 
theſe young Staudards ! hot much like the Parent] hw 
elegantly clothed with the Raiment of Summer ! and each 
of them might have groum to a fruitful Tree: But 
they ſtood ſo near as to endanger the Stock; they 
drew away the Sap, the Heart and Strength of it, 
fo far as to injure the Fruit, and darken the hopeful 


Proſpect 
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Proſpect of Autumn. The Pruning-kniſe appeared 
unkind indeed, but the Gardercr was wiſe; for the 
Tree flouriſh'd more ſenſibly, the Fruit quickly grew 
fair and large, and the In-gauticring at laſt was plen- 
teous and joyful, 


Wit I you give me leave, Velina, to perſuade 
you into this Parable ? Shall I compare you to this 
Tree in the Garden of Gop? Your agreeable 
Qualifications ſeem to promiſe various Fruits, of Faith, 
of Love, of univerſal Holineſs and Service : You have 
had many of theſe young Suckers ſpringing up around 
you ; they ſtood a-while your ſweet Ornaments and 
your Joy, and each of them might have grown up to 
a Perfection of Likeneſs, and each might have become 
a Parent-Tree : But ſay, did they never draw your 
Heart off from Gop? Did you never feel them 
ſtealing any of thoſe Seaſons of Devotion, or thoſe 
warm Affections that were firſt and ſupremely due to 
him that made you? Did they not ſand a little too 
near your Soul? And when they have been cut off 
ſucceſſively, and laid one after another in the Duſt, 
have you not found your Heart running out more to- 
ward Gop, and living more perpetually upon him? 
Are you not now devoting yourſelf more entirely to 
Gop every Day, ſince the laſt was taken away? 
Are you not aiming at ſome greater Fruitfulneſs and 
Service than in Times paſt? If ſo, then repine not at 
the Pruning- knife; but adore the Conduct of the hea- 
venly Husbandinan, and ſay,“ All his Ways are Wiſ- 
„ dom and Mercy.“ Bur 
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Bur I have not yet done with my Paravte, 


Wurd the Granary was well ſtored with excel- 
lent Fruit, and before Winter came upon the Tree, 
the Gardener took it up by the Roots, and it appeared 
as dead, But his Deſign was not to deſtroy it utterly ; 
for he remov'd it far away from that Spot of Earth 
where it had ſtood, and planted it in a Hill of 
richer Mold, which was ſufficient to nouriſh it with 
all its Attendants. The Spring appeared, the Tree 
budded into Life again, and all thoſe ſair little Stan- 
dards that had been cut off, broke out of the Ground 
afreſh, and ſtood up around it (a ſweet young Grove) 
flouriſhing in Beauty and immortal Vigour, 


You know now where you are, /:/ina, and that I 
have carricd you to the Hill of Paradiſe, to the bleſſed 
Hour of the Reſurrection, What an unknown Joy 


will it be, when you have fulfilled all the Fruits er- 


Righteouine(s in this lower World, to be tranſplanted to 
that heavenly Mountain | What a divine Rapture and 
Surpriſe of Bleſſedneſs, to fee all your little Offspring 
around you that Day, ſpringing out of the Duſt at once, 
making a fairer and brighter Appearance in that upper 
Garden of GoD, and rejoicing together, (a ſweet 
Company) all Partakers with you of the fame happy 
Immortality; all fitted to bear heavenly Fruit, with- 
out the need or danger of a Pruning-knife. Look 
forward by Faith to this glorious Morning, and ad- 

mire 
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mire the whole Scheme of Providence and Grace, 
Give chearful Honours beforehand to your Almighty 
and All-wiſe Governour, who by his unſearchable 
Counſels has fulfilled your beſt Wiſhes, and ſecured 
your dear Infants to you for ever, tho' not juſt in your 
own Way; that bleſſed Hand which made the painful 
Separation on Earth, ſhall join you and your Babes 
together in his own heavenly Habitation, never to be 
divided again, tho' the Method may be painful to 
Fleſh and Blood. Fathers ſhall not hope in vain, nor 


Mothers bring forth for Trouble: They are the Seed of 


the Bleſſed of the Lord, and their Offspring with them, 
Ifaiah Ixiii. 23. Then ſhall you ſay, Lord, here am 
J, and the Children that thou haſt given me. For he 
is your Cod, and the God of your Seed, in an bi 
Covenant, Amen. 


XXXII. 
EARTH, HEAVEN, and HELL, 


1 Have often tried to ſtrip Death of its fright- 

ful Colours, and make all the terrible Airs of it 
vaniſh into Softneſs and Delight : To this End, a- 
mong other Rovings of Thought, I have ſometimes 
illuſtrated to myſelf the whole Creation, as one im- 


the 


menſe Building, with different Apartments, all under 


4th 
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the immediate Poſſeſſion and Government of the great 
Creator. 


ONE ſort of theſe Manſions are little, narrow, 
dark, damp Rooms; where there is much Confine- 
ment, very little good Company, and ſuch a Clog 
upon ones natural Spirits, that a Man cannot think or 
talk with Freedom, nor exert his Underſtanding, or 
any of his Intellectual Powers with Glory or Pleaſure, 
This is the Earth in which we dwell. 


A $ECoND ſort are ſpacious, lightſome, airy and 
ſerene Courts, open to the Summer-Sky, or at leaſt 
admitting all the valuable Qualities of Sun and Air, 
without the Inconveniencies; where there are thou- 
fands of moſt delightful Companions, and every thing 
that can give one Pleaſure, and make one capable and 
fit to give Pleaſure to others, I his is the Heaven we 
hope for. 


A THIRD fort of Apartments are open and ſpa- 
cious too, but under a Wintry-Sky, with perpetual 
Storms of Hail, Rain and Wind, Thunder, Lightning, 
and every thing that is painful and offenſive ; and all 
this among Millions of wretched Companions curſing 
the Place, tormenting one another, and each endea- 
vouring to increaſe the publick and univerſal n 


This is Hell. 
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Now what a dreadful Thing it is to be driven out 
of one of the firſt narrow dusky Cells into the third 
fort of Apartment, where the Change of the Room is 
infinitely the worſe? No wonder that Sinners are a- 
fraid to die. But why ſhould a Soul that has good 
Hope, through Grace, of entring into the ſerene Apart- 
ment, be unwilling to leave the narrow ſmoaky Priſon 
he has dwelt in ſo long, and under ſuch Loads of In- 
convenience ? 


DEATH to a good Man is but paſſing through a 
dark Entry, out of one little dusky Room of his Fa- 
ther's Houſe, into another that is fair and large, 
lightſome and glorious, and divinely entertaining. O 
may the Rays and Splendors of my heav enly Apart- 
ment ſhoot far downward, and gild the dark Entry 
with ſuch a chearful Glcam, as to banith every Fear 
when I ſhall be called to paſs through! 


XXXIII. 
A HoRNET's NesT deſtroy'd. 


HAT curious little Creatures were theſe ! how 

bright and beautiful the Body of them ! how 
nimble and ſprightly the ſeveral Limbs ! how ſwift the 
Wing of this Inſect for Flight, and the Sting as dread- 
ful 


t] 
11 
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ful for its own Defence, and for the Puniſhment of 
thoſe that hurt it. What rich Contrivance is there 
in all the inviſible Springs of this little Engine] and 
yet here are thouſands of them deſtroy'd at once, and 
reduced to common Earth. 


Ir any Artiſt among Men could have framed 
but one fuch a wonderful Machine as this, it would 
have been ſold for thouſands of Gold and Silver, it 
would have been valued at the Price of Royal Trea- 
ſures, and thought fit only for the Cabinet of the 
greateſt Princes, The Deſtruction of ſuch a rare 
Piece of Workmanſhip would have been an uncom- 
penſable Loſs among Men; but 'tis the Work.of 
Gon, and here are thouſands of theſe elegant Struc- 
tures demoliſhed, and caſt out to the Dunghill, with- 
out any Concern or Injury to Gop or Man. Glo- 
rious indeed, and all divine is the Magnihcence of 
the great Creator | With what a Profuſion doth he 
pour out the Riches of his Art, even amongſt the 
meaner Parts of the Creation; he makes yearly Mil- 
lions of theſe Animals without Labour, and he can 
part with Millions out of his Kinzdom without Lots, 


YET theſe are not ſuperfluous or uſeleſs Beings in 
the Dominions of Gop. There was a time when he 
raifed an Army of them, and ſent them upon à great 
Expedition, to drive the Nations of the Canaanites and 
their Kings out of their own Land, when he would 
plant his belov21 [/ael there, Ex:d. xxiii, 28. 7%¼. 

8 xxiv. 
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xxiv. 12, Thus he knows how to employ them, 
when and where he pleaſes : But he gives leave to 
every Man to deſtroy their Neſts and their Armies, 


whereſoever they become a Nuiſance to him ; for it 


he want them himſelf, he can ſummon them from 
the moſt diſtant Parts of the World, and they ſhal! 
come at his firſt Call. He can hiſs for the Fly that i: 
in the utterms/t Parts of Egypt, and the Bee that is iu 
the Land of Aſſyria, 1/a. vii. 18. and they ſhall range 
themſelves under his Banner to execute his dreadful 
Commiſſion. Or if the whole Creation does not 
afford Legions of them ſufficient for his Purpoſe, He, 
who could animate the Duſt of the Earth into Lice, 
Exod. viii. 16. can command all the Sands of the Sea 
into ſwarms of Hornets; or he can call Millions out 
of Nothing into Being with a Word, all dreſs'd in 
their proper Livery, and armed with their Stings to 
carry on his War, What can be wanting to that 
Gon who has all the uncreated and unknown World 
of Poſſibles within the Reach of his Voice? Rom. iv. 
17. He calleth the Things that are n:t, as tho they 
Were, 


XXXIV. 
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XXXIV. 


CITATIONS and INSCRIPTIONS. 


NTIENT Cuſtom and modern Faſhion are 

two ſovereign T yrants, who bear almoſt an uni- 
verſal Sway over the Practices of Mankind. They 
are directly oppoſite to each other, and they ſhare 
the Empire of the World between them. The 
Learned and the Mighty, as well as the Poor and the 
Fooliſh, obey their Dictates without further Enquiry, 
and ſubmit all to their Authority, without Reſerve, 
and without Reaſon, 


Wu did the Perſians worſhip the Fire, and the 
Chineſe the Souls of their Anceſtors ? Why do the 
Papijts ſay their. Prayers in Latin, and the Fetus wah 
their Hands always before cating? *T'was the Uſage 
of antient Ages, and the Cuſtom of their Fathers, 
Why did the Ladics of Great Britain wear Ruffs and 
Fardingals a Century and a half ago? and why do 
the Men of Faſhion now a-davs keep two Knots of 
Hair dangling on their Shoulders, with one long 
Curl behind? Does Nature find ſo much Conveni— 
ence, or ſpy ſo much Decency in it ? Neitker of the 
two: but ſtill there's ſuppoled to be Reaſon enough 


G 2 for 
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for any of theſe Oddities, ſince 'tis the preſent Mode, 
The Mode will ſoon reconcile Fancy to the moſt 
aukward Appearances, and the moft incommodious 
Practices: But if Nature, Reaſon, and Convenience, 
make never ſo loud Remonſtrances, they muſt al! 
ſtand aſide and ſubmit, while ſome / Cu/toms and 
ſome new Faſhims pronounce their abſolute Decrecs 
concerning a thouſand Things, and determine with- 
out Appcal. 


YET if Reafon, or Religion, might have leave 
to put in a Word, methinks there are ſome antient 
Faſhions which ſhould never have been antiquated, as 
well as there are ſome new ones which ſhould never 
have been ſuffered to ariſe, 


"Twas a Faſhion among our Grandfathers, to 
cite a worthy or elegant Sentence from ſome Au- 
thor of eſtabliſhed Fame, and that in their Conver- 
ſation, as well as their Writings : They would chuſe 
to expreſs their Sentiments in the bright and beautiful 
Language of ſome antient Poet or Philoſopher, which 
gave new Life and Strength to the Period: But for 
theſe fifty Years paſt you gain the Name of a Pedant, 
if you affront the modiſh World with a wiſe and pious 
Saying borrowed from one of the Antients in their 
own Language. 


I will grant indeed, that 'twas a Piece of 


the 


Pride, Vanity and Impertinence in ſome who lived in 
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the laſt Century, to interline all their Diſcouries and 
almoſt every Page of their Books, with perpetual 
Scraps of Greek and Latin; and it became vet more 
ridiculous in Sermonsand in TI reatites vihich were writ - 
ten only for the Uſe of the Exgliſu World, who rnew 
nothing but their Mother-Jongue; but muſt fo ufet@! 
and entertaining a Practice be banit}'d jor ever, be- 
cauſe it has been abuſed, and carried to Extremes? 
Suppoſe J have a fine and noble Sentiment in my 
Thoughts, which I learned from Sca or Cioere, 
muſt I be bound to deliver it in my own. ruder Lan- 
guage, rather than let thoſe ingenious Atitients ical. 
it in their own Phraſe ; ſuppoſing always that the 
Company in which I ſpeak, underſtand the an 
Tongue? Is it ſuch a Crime to let Fuvenal or Horace 


fay an agreeable and pertinent Thing for me, when 1 


thereby confeſs that I cannot ſay any thing myſelf ſo 
pertinent and ſo agreeable !? And why may not a David 
or a Solomon, as well as a Virgil, a Milton or an Addiſon 
raiſe and dignify a Period now and then with their no- 
ble, and juſt, and elegant Lines, and enliven a modern 
Page with their warm and ſplendid Tmages ? *Tis not: 
Nature and Reaſon, but mere Faſhion, that hath 
branded this Practice with the odious Name of Purita- 
niſm, or of Pedantry ; and I think I may congratulate 
the preſent Age, that it begins a little to be revived, 
cven by Writers of the firſt Rank, 


May I preſume again to enquire why we ſhould 
abſolutely renounce the Faſhion of our Fore-fathers, 
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in adorning their Churches and their Houſes with tl:c 
wife and pious Sayings of Philcſcphers,. or of Pro- 
phets and Men infpir'd? Gop himſelf invented this 
Practice, and made it a Law for the Fes, his favou- 
rite Top! e, that hey ſhould wwrite his Statutes un the Poſts 
of their Heuſes, and on their Gates, to ſtrike the Evc 
and Heart of them that came in. Nor is there any 
thing ſuperſtiticus and Jerch in this Matter: the 
Walls of Chriſtian Tem; DICS WCre wont to be inſcribed 
with remarkable Precepts of Picty. taken from the 
Werd of Cop; moral and divine Motto's were, 
in former e thought an Ornament to the 
narrow Pannels of their Wainſcot, and long and beau- 
tiful Sentences ran round the Corniſh of a private 
Houſe, and carried Virtue and Peace with them all 
the Way. "That Divine Rule of Equity, Deal with 
others, as you would have others deal with you, has ſtood 
Guard in a Tradeſman's Shop againſt every Ap- 
pearance of Fraud, and every Temptation to over- 
te2ch a Cuſtomer. Cloſets and Ccmpting-houſes 
often told our Anceſtors their Duty when they were 
alone; and their large and ſpacious Halls taught Virtue 
and Goodneſs to the World in fair and legible Charac- 
ters, The Parlour and the Dining-room put their 
Friends in mind of Gop and Heaven, in Letters of 
Vermillion and Gold ; and the Kitchen and the 
Out-houſes inſtructed the Servants in their Duty, and 
reproved them to the Face, when they ventured to 


practiſe Iniquity out of the Sight of their Maſter, 


I xKNow 
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I xNow there's a Decorum to be obſerved in all 
Things of this kind. I am not for paſting up whole 
Pages of Morality round the Rooms, nor fuling 
every naked Pannel with little Gethiet Emblems and 
Ornaments, with pious Rhimes or Lectures of Reli- 
gion: But methinks we run to a wide Extreme, when 
we abſolutely exclude every ſuch Leſſon of Virtue 
from all the Places of our Reſidence. And ſince the 
preſent Mode has condemned all theſe Inſcriptions of 
ruth and Goodneſs, I know not what is come in 
the room of them, unleſs it be the filthy Abuſe of 
Letters, and a lewd or a profane Couplet graven with 
a Diamond on a Pane of Glaſs. Our Walls in Ages 
paſt - wore the Signatures of Honour and Virtue : 
nov there are too many Windows, that as ſoon as 

they admit the Light, diſcover our Shame. I won- 
der how any Man that pretends to Politeneſs and 
Elegancy, ſhould ſcribble ſuch Lines as female Mo- 
deity ought never to ſee, and which the rudeſt Tongue 
of his own Sex ought never to pronounce, 


AT other times you ſhall find ſome vile Reproach 
on particular Perſons left ſtanding on the Glaſs to be 
read by future Comers; and thus the Scandal is con- 
vey'd to Multitudes in a long Succeflion ; and every 
Reader, by learning the unjuſt Reproach, may in 
ſome Senſe be ſaid to increaſe the Writer's Guilt, 
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in adorning their Churches and their Houſes with the 
wile and pious Sayings of Philoſephers, or of Pro- 
phets and Men inſpir'd? Gop himſelf invented this 
Practice, and made it a Law for the Vetus, his favou- 
re People, that they ſhould write his Statutes um the Pojts 
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Walls of Chriſtian Temples were wont to be inſcribed 
with remarkable Precepts of Picty taken from the 
Werd of Cop; moral and divine Motto's were, 
in former Centuries, thought an Ornament to the 
narrow Pannels of their Wainſcot, and long and beau- 
tiful Sentences ran round the Corniſh of a private 
Houſe, and carried Virtue and Peace with them all 
the Way. That Divine Rule of Equity, Deal with 
others, as you would have others deal with you, has ſtood 
Guard in a Tradeſman's Shop againſt every Ap- 
pearance of Fraud, and every Temptation to over- 
jeach a Cuſtomer. Cloſets and Ccmpting-houſes 
often told our Anceſtors their Duty when they were 
alone; and their large and ſpacious Halls taught Virtue 
and Goodneſs to the World in fair and legible Charac- 
ters. The Parlcur and the Dining-room put their 
Friends in mind of Gop and Heaven, in Letters of 
Vermillion. and Gold; and the Kitchen and the 
Out-houſes inſtructed the Servants in their Duty, and 
reproved them to the Face, when they ventured to 


practiſe Iniquity out of the Sight of their Maſter, 
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I KkNov there's a Decarum to be obſerved in all 
Things of this kind. I am not for paſting up whole 
Pages of Morality round the Rooms, nor filling 
every naked Pannel with little Gothic+ Emblems and 
Ornaments, with pious Rhimes or Lectures of Reli- 
gion: But methinks we run to a wide Extreme, when 
we abſolutely exclude every ſuch Leſſon of Virtue 
from all the Places of our Reſidence. And ſince the 
preſent Mode has condemned all theſe Inſcriptions of 
ruth and Goodneſs, I know not what is come in 
the room of them, unleſs it be the filthy Abuſe of 
Letters, and a lewd or a profane Couplet graven with 
a Diamond on a Pane of Glaſs. Our Walls in Ages 
paſt wore the Signatures of Honour and Virtue : 
now there are too many Windows, that as ſoon as 
they admit the Light, diſcover our Shame. I won- 
der how any Man that pretends to Politeneſs and 
Elegancy, ſhould ſcribble ſuch Lines as female Mo- 
deſty ought never to ſee, and which the rudeſt Tongue 
of his own Sex ought never to pronounce, 


AT other times you ſhall find ſome vile Reproach 
on particular Perſons left ſtanding on the Glaſs to be 
read by future Comers; and thus the Scandal is con- 
vey'd to Multitudes in a long Succeflion ; and every 
Reader, by learning the unjuſt Reproach, may in 
ſome Senſe be ſaid to increaſe the Writer's Guilt, 
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IF they muſt write the Names of their Miſtreſſes po 
on the Windows, and deſcribe their Beauties there, 

let them do it in ſuch Language as may not offend 

the Tongue of Modeſty to repeat, nor raiſe a Bluih 

on the Cheek of Virtue, 


F the Muſe laviſh her immortal Mit 

To paint a fading Face, 
And the firm Diamond the frail Honours write 

Upon the brittle Glaſs, 
Let no foul Iord pollute that heavenly Ray 

IWhich makes the Lines appear : 
Lewdneſs would taint the Sun-beams in their May, 
Lewanefſs ſhould nc er be read but when keen Lightnings play 
Ta blaſt the I/riter's Hand, and ſhake his Soul with fear, 


Ix they will write the Name of a Friend or a 
Stranger there, let it be a Name of Worth and Ho- 
nour, let it be ſome Example of Virtue, and attended 
with a due Encomium, 


ALBINUS. 


Clear as the Glaſs, his ſpotleſs Fame, 
And laſting Diamond writes his Name. 


Or if a Diamond muſt be uſed for a Pen, and a 
Pane of Glaſs muſt be the Tablet on which we write, 
I ſhould rather chuſe that thoſe pellucid Mediums 


which tranſmit the Light of Heaven to our Eyes, 
ſhould 
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ſhould convey ſome Beam of ſacred Knowledge, or 
ſome uſeful Memento to the Mind. 


Words of eternal Truth proclaim, 
All mortal Toys are vain 

A Diamond Pen engraves the Theme 
Upon a brittle Plain, 


XXXV. 
Againſt LEWDNESS, 


. 
WHY ſhould you let your wand'ring Eycs 
Entice your Souls to ſhameful Sin ? 
Scandal and Ruin are the Prize, 
You take ſuch fatal! Pains to win, 


* 


II. 
This brutal Vice makes Reaſon blind, 
And blots the Name with hateful Stains 
It waſtes the Fleſh, pollutes the Mind, 
And tears the Heart with racking Pains, 


III. 
Let David ſpeak with heavy Groans, 
How it eſtrang'd his Soul frem Gon, 
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Made him complain of broken Bones, 


And fill'd his Houſe with Wars and Blood. 


IV. 
Let Salomon and Samſon tell 
Their melancholy Stories here, 
How bright they ſhone, how low they fell, 
When Sin's vile Pleaſures coſt them dear, 


V. 
In vain you chuſe the darkeſt Time, 
Nor let the Sun behold the Sight : 


In vain you hope to hide your Crime 
Behind the Curtains of the Night: 


VI. 
The wakeful Stars and Midnight Moon 


Watch your foul Deeds, and know your Shame; 


And Gop's own Eye, like Beams of Noon, 


Strikes through the Shade, and marks your Name. 


VII. 
What will ye do when Heav'n enquires 
Into thoſe Scenes of ſecret vin ? 
And Luſt, with all its guilty Fires, 
Shall make your Conſcience rage within? 


„ VIII. 
How will you curſe your wanton Eyes, 
Curſe the lewd Partners of your Shame, 
When Death, with horrible Surprize, 


Sheyys you the Pit of quenchleſs Flame? 


IX. Flce, 


It 


1 
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IX. 
Flee, Sinners, flee th' unlawful Bed, 
Leſt Vengeance ſend you down to dwell 
In the dark Regions of the Dead, 
To feed the fierceſt Fires of Hell, 


XXVI. 


Againſt DRUNK ENNESs. 


I. 
I it not ſtrange that every Creature 
Should know the Meaſure of its Thirſt, 


(They drink but to ſupport their Nature, ©) 
And give due Moiſture to their Duſt;) bi 


II. 
While Man, vile Man, whoſe nobler kind 
Should ſcorn to act beneath the Beaſt, 4 
Drowns all the Glories of his Mind, li 
And kills his Soul to pleaſe his Taſte ! 


II, 1 

O what a hateful, ſhameful Sight, 
Are Drunkards reeling through the Street ll 

Now they are fond, and now they fight, f 
And pour their Shame on all they mcet, 
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IV. 
Is it fo exquiſite a Pleaſure 
To troll down Liquor through the Throat, 
And ſwill, and know no Bound nor Meaſure, 
Till Senſe and Reaſon are forgot? 


V. 

Do they deſerve th* immortal Name 
Of Man, who ſink ſo far below? 
Will Gop, the Maker of their Frame 

Endure to ſee them ſpoil it ſo? 


VI. 
Can they e'er think of Heaven and Grace, 
Or hope for Glory when they die ? 
Can ſuch vile Ghoſts expect a Place 
Among the ſhining Souls on high? 


VII. 
The meaneſt Seat is too refin'd 
To entertain a Drunkard there. 
Ve Sinners of this loathſome Kind, 
Repent, or periſh in Deſpair, 


XXXIV, 


| } 
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XXX VII. 
VANITY confeſs d. 


WAs a ſtrange and thoughtleſs Expreſhon of 
a very ingenious * Author, “ Among all the 
« Millions of Vices { /ays he) that I inherit from 
& Adam, I have eſcaped the firſt and Father-Sin of 
&* Pride: And he goes on to prove it by aſſerting his 
Humility, after many boaſted Inſtances of his Learn- 
ing and Acquirements. Surely (thought I) this Man 
lived much abroad, and converſed but litt le at home; 
he knew much of the World, but he was not ac- 
quainted with himſelf ; and while he practiſes his Va- 
nity in ſo publick a manner, he ſtrongly denies that 
any belongs to him. 


Senotus was a Man of more mortified Soul, a ſa- 
gacious Self-Enquirer while he lived; and among his 
moſt ſecret Papers which efcaped the. Flames, this 
following Soliloquy was found after his Death. How 
paſſionately does he mourn this Frailty, and with 
what a becoming Senfe doth he lament and bewail 
this original Blemiſh of his Nature! "Twas written 
before he arrived at his ſacred Dignity, but it diſcovers 
the Sentiments and the Piety which attended him 
through all his Life. | 

Dr. Brown, ix bis Religio Medici. 
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PRIDE (ſaith he) is ſo extenſive, ſo univerſal 
a Diſeaſe of Mankind, that I know no part of the In- 
fection which we derive from our firſt Father, that 
has ſo intimately mingled itſelf with the whole Maſs 
of Blood, has fo much corrupted our beſt Powers, 
and runs without Exception through the whole Race. 
Methinks I can ſcarce move, or ſpeak, but I feel the 
ſecret Poiſon working, and I am betray'd at every 
Turn into new Folly and Guilt by this flattering and 
ſubtile Enemy. 


IF I am accepted in Company, and find Fa- 
your among Men, how ready am I to imputeit to 
my own Merit! and if I meet with Reproach, how 
does my Heart ſwell againſt the Tongue that uttered 
it, and I begin to charge the ignorant World that 
they have not known pile or I accuſe them ſecretly of 
doing Injuſtice to my Character; for I fancy myſelf 


to have deſerved the Honours of Mankind, and not 
their Cenſures. 


Tuts active Iniquity is never at reſt; whether 
1 have to do with Gop or Man, it beſets me on 
every ſide, it breaks the Commands of the firſt Ta- 
ble, as well as the ſecond, detracts from the Honour 


that J owe to my Maker, ne the Charity: due to 
my Fellow-creatures, OT 


I reEvoTE myſelf and all my Powers to Gop 
in the Morning, and I think, I do it with folemn 


Sin- 
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Sincerity : Then I meditate, I compoſe, or perhaps 
I preach, and diffuſe the Knowledge and the Glory 
of Chriſt, my Lord: But if ſome ſhining Thought 
break into my Meditations, how fond am I to ſpread 
and dreſs it, to make Self ſhine a little; and thus 
ſacrilegiouſſy attempt to ſnare the Honour that is due 
alone to my Saviour and his Goſpel ! how cloſely doth 
this Serpent-Iniquity twine about my Nature, and de- 
file my moſt religious Services! Often do I aſſume 
thoſe Lines in my Lips, and with the pleaſing Pain 
that belongs to Repentance, I appropriate the Words 
to myſelf, as tho* I had been the Author of them, 


Tis Pride, that buſy Sin, 
Spoils all that I perform; 

Curſt Pride, that creeps ſecurel; in, 
And fwells a haughty Mori! 


Ir I begin to write any Divine Thoughts in 
Verſe, to entertain myſelf or my Fellow-chriſtians. 
with holy Melody, I find this 'Fempter at my right 
Hand, abuſing my Poeſy, to the Ruin of my Re- 


ligion.ꝛ⸗ 


My God, the Songs I frame 
Are faithleſs to thy Cauſe, 

And ſteal the Honours of thy Name 
To build their own Applauſe, 


SoMETIMES I raiſe my Thoughts a little to 


contemplate my Creator in the numerous Wonders of 


his 
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his Power and Wiſdom, in his inimitable Per- 
fections, and in the Majeſty and Grandeur of 
his Nature; I fall down before him, confound- 
ed in his Preſence: My own Ideas of his tran- 
ſcendent Excellency overwhelm me with a Senſe 
of my own Meanneſs, and I lay myſelf low in the 
Duſt, whence I and all my Fore-fathers fprang ; but 
perhaps a ſudden Moment turns my Thought afide to 
my Brethren, my Fellow-mortals; and when I 
imagine myſelf fuperior to ſome of them, the Worm 
that lay level with the Duſt begins to ſwell and rife 
again, and a vain Self-compariſon with Creatures in- 
terrupts the humble Proſtrations of my Soul, and ſpoils 
my Devotion to my Gop. 


AND here 'tis very aſtoniſhing to conſider upon 
what T rifles of Circumſtance fooliſh Man is ready to 
exalt himſelf above his Neighbour : I am even aſha- 
med to think, that when I ſtand among Perſons of a 
low Stature, and a mean outward Appearance, (eſpe- 
cially if they are utter Strangers) I am ready to look 
downward upon their Undertakings, as beneath my 
own, becauſe Nature has formed my Limbs by a 
larger Model, has raiſed this animal Bulk upon 
higher Pillars, and given me a full and florid Aſpect. 
Ridicuious ! hought, and wild Imagination! as tho 
the Size and Colour of the Brute were the proper 
Meafure to judge of the Man! 
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Ar another Time, when I have been engaged in 
tree Diſcourſe, I have heard a fprightly Youth talk 
moſt pertinently on the propoſed Subject, but I felt my- 
ſelf ready before-hand to deſpiſe whatever he ſhould ſay, 
becauſe I happened to be born ten Years before him; 
and yet how wretchedly inconſiſtent is this Diſtemper 
of Mind! for I was tempted the next Moment to neg- 
let what was ſpoken by a grave Gentleman preſent, 
becauſe he was born twenty Years before me : My own 
Vanity would perſuade me that the one was fo much 
younger than I, that he had not yet arrived at Senſe, 
and the other ſo much older, that he had torgot it, 


I FinD it is not Youth or Age, but*tis Self is the 
Idol and the Temptation. My fooliſh Heart is apt 
to 3 within itſelf, even when I am in the midſt of 
PerfOns of Thought and Sagacity, “ Methinks they 
« ſhouldall be of my Mind when I have given my Opi- 
“ nion;” and I feel a ſecret Inclination to flatter my 
own Judgment, tho? I condemn the young and the 
old. Thus is Pride buſy and zealous to exalt Se/f on 
every Occaſion, to ſet up the Idol, and make all bow 
down to it. 


THEsE ſilent and unſeen Turns of Thought 
within me are ſo impudent, and fo unreaſonable, that 
cannot bear to let *em appear even before my own 
Judgment: I ſcarce bring them to a Trial, for I 
know they are evil; I condemn them as ſoon as they 

are 
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are born, I baniſh them for ever from my Soul, and 
forbid their Return. But ere I am aware they wil! 
come to their old native Seat again, in ſpight of all 
the Laws and Rules of Reaſon and Religion; they 
overleap all the Bars and Fences that I raiſe perpetually 
to keep them out. This wicked Pride is a home-born 
and domeſtick Enemy, it knows every Avenue of the 
Soul,“ and is hardly excluded even by the ſeveretl 
Waitchtulneſs. 


Wie are ſo fond to appear always in the right, that 
] find myſelf to need a good degree of Self-denial, in 


order to believe that "T'ruth is Truth, when I have 


happened to fall into a different Sentiment; and what 
is this but Pride of Heart? I need not go far back- 
ward in my Life, to find an Inſtance of this Folly or 
Madneſs ; ſomething of this kind ſo often occurgg” 


THREE Days ago I was relating an Affair of 
great Conſequence, and was oppoſed in my Narra- 
tive by a Friend, who knew the whole Story perfectly : 
I felt my Heart unwilling to yield to his Oppoſition, 
tho' the Reaſonings that attended his Narration car- 


_ ried ſuperior Light and Force in them; I was hardly 


convinced that I was in the wrong, till I had left the 
Company, and bethought myſelf. This curſed Con- 
ceit, how it blinds the Eyes to Reaſon, and bars our 
Conviction ! And *tis the fame Diſeaſe of the Mind 
that prevents our Confeſſion of an Error, even when we 
are inwardly convinced of it: Tis Pride that cramps 
the 
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the Organs of Speech, and makes theſe Words, I was 
miſtaken, ſo hard to pronounce in every Language. 


Wu I am debating a Point of Controverſy, 
how much am I pleaſed when I overcome! and how 
ready do I find my Tongue to contend for Victory 
too often with greater Solicitude than for Truth! I 
feel the Mifchief working, tho? I hate it. I look in- 
ward, I bluſh, and chide myſelf ; but in the next 
Company Nature returns, the inward Diſtemper ſtirs 
again, I am ambitious of Conqueſt in the next Diſ- 
ſpute ; yet I profeſs to be a Philoſopher, a Diſciple of 
Wiſdom, and a Lover of Truth; but I feel Iam a 
Son of Adam, 


I waTCH againſt the firſt Riſings of this in- 
bred Evil; but 'tis beforchand with me: I reſolve to 
ſpeak my Sentiments with a. modeſt Air, but Vanity 
ſits upon my Lips, and forms the Sentence, or at 
leaſt gives ſome ſwelling Accents to the Scund : Then 
I ſigh inwardly at the ſudden Reproach, hat a vain 

Iretch am 1! and ſhould condemn myſelf as the very 
vileſt Piece of Human Nature, if I did not obſerve the 
ſame Folly working at my right Hand and at my 
left, and ſhewing itſelf all round me in a Variety of 
Shapes. Were all the Progeny of Eve to be ſummon- 
ed to the Bar of Gop, and tried upon this Indict- 
ment, : 


Alas fer poor Mankind! Nor Sex nor Age is free : 
IVhat would become of Man ? What would become of me ? 
| Laniſſo 
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Vaniſſi was in Company while this Paper was read, 
wherein Senstus confeſs'd this Foible of his Soul; and 
with ſome Confuſkon broke out thus: * What | Se- 
« 9s, the Wile and Pious, the Modeſt and the 
« Humble, fay all this! Senatus, the venerable Man 
of the Epiſcopal Order, and the Glory of our 
& Church, talk at this rate? O for an eternal Suc- 
ceſſion of ſuch Biſhops in every See! But what 
Leſſon ſhall J learn by it? I'll retire to my Cloſet 
and fearch inward ; for how many Vices foever 
hung about me, yet I never thought myſelf a proud 
% Man before, but I begin to ſuſpect me now.” 
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XXXVIII. 
PASSION and REASON, 


MONG the multitude of Words that are ut- 
tered by the Paſſions, you may ſometimes chance 
to hear the Dictates of Reaſon: But if you ſuffer 
yourſelf to be ruffled, and return Wrath for Wrath, 
you ſo effectually ſtop your Ears againſt her ſofter 
Voice, that you cannot believe there was a Syllable of 
Reaſon in all the Diſcourſe of your Opponent; and 
thus, by indulging a Spirit of Contradiction, you for- 
bid your own Improvement, 


Tran- 
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Tranguillus is a Gentleman of penetrating Judg- 
ment, and a ſedate "T'emper : Aftrape is the Partner of 
his Life; a Perſon of good Underſtanding, but her 
Imagination far exceeds ; there is great Brightneſs in 
her Converſation, but her Paſſions are warm, and ſhe 
ſo far forgets herſelf, that her Voice is ſometimes a 
little elevated, cven while Company is preſent. When 
the Clouds gather, and the Storm riſes, Trauguillus 
yields to the Circumſtances of the Hour; he knows 
'tis in vain to debate with a Tempeſt, or reprove a 
Whirlwind, but he calmly expects Silence and fair 
Weather to-morrow. 


Many a time has the good Man confeſsd, that 
he has gained ſome uſeful Hints of Knowledge under 
thoſe Lectures; for I have worn out (ſaid he) many a 
Campaign, I have learnt to read P'ruth by the Flaſh 
of Gunpowder, and to hearken to good Senſe, even 
when the Canons roar. Her Admonitions are al- 
ſiſtant to my Virtue, tho' ſometimes they are pronoun- 


ced louder than was necdful. 


HAPPY Man, who is grown fo familiar with 
Wiſdom, as to diſtinguiſh her Voice in the midſt of 
Thunders, and to know and venerate that divine Sun— 
beam among whole Sheets and Volumes of Lightning! 
Happy Man, whoſe Soul never kindles at thoſe 
Flaſhes, nor doth he find bis Longus inclined to 
eccho to the Notte ! 
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Aſtrape indeed would do well to correct her 'Tem- 
per ; but one would be almoſt content to live a Month 
among thoſe Storms, if one might but gain by that 
Means the placid and lovely Virtues of Tranguillus. 


I. 
ET Afrape forbear to blaze, 
As Lightning does, with dreadful Rays, 

Nor {poil the Beautics of her Face, 

To arm her Tongue with Thunder: 
That Reaſon hardly looks divine, 
Where ſo much Fire and Sound combine, 
And make the Way for Wit to ſhine 

By riving Senſe aſunder. 


II. 

Yet if I ſound her Words grow warm, 
I'd learn ſome Leſſon by the Storm, 
Or guard myſelf at leaſt from Harm 

By vielding, like Trengullus, 
'Tempeſts will tear the ſtiffeſt Oak, 
Cedars with all their Pride are broke 
Bencath the Fury of that Stroke 

That never hurts the Willoyss, 
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XXXIX. 
One Devil caſtiug out another, 


ATRISSA is often indiſpoſed. Her Friends 
attend her with moſt obliging Viſits, and ſome- 
times give her Relief in a gloomy Hour, Laſt Pri- 
day ſhe was ſeized with her uſual Diſcompoſures ; two 
Ladies of her greateit Erinner ſpent the Afternoon in 
her Chamber'; they talk'd of publics Buſineſs, and 
the Commotions of the World; ſhe was all Silence 
and unmov'd. They brought in Virtue and Religion, 
and try'd to raiſe the Converſation to Heaven; her 
Soul was very heavy ſtill, and her Ears were liſtleſs. 
They deſcended to common 'T rifles, ſurvey'd the green 
Fields through the Window, and bleſt the fine Wea- 
ther and the warm-Sun-ſhine ; Latri/a was all cloudy 
within, and received the T alk very coldly, 


WHEN they found all theſe Attempts were in vain, 
they ran to the charming Topick of Dreſs and Faſhion: 
gay Colours and new Habits, they traverſed the Park, 
and rehearſed the Birth-Day ; but even this would 
awaken no pleaſing Airs, not introduce one Smile, 
nor ſcarce provoke an Anſwer, 


AT 
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Ar laſt one of the Viſitants happen'd to mention a 
Name or two, for which Latriſſa had a known Aver- 
ſion, and began to expoſe their Conduct and their 
Character. Latri//a ſoon felt the wicked Plealure ; 
the luſcious Poiſon wrought powerfully within, her 
Voice eccho'd to every Accuſation, and confirm'd all 
the Infamy. A Diſcourſe ſo agreeable, ſcatter'd the 
inward Gloom, and awaken'd her Gall and her 
Tongue at once. After a few Sentences paſt, ſhe 
aſſumed the Chair, and engrofs'd the whole Conver- 
ſation herſelf, She rail'd on triumphantly for an Hour 
together without Intermiſſion, and without Weari- 
neſs, tho' when her Friends firſt came in to ſee her 
ſhe could hardly ſpeak for fainting, 


THvus have I ſeen an old Lap-Deg lie ſullen or 
lazy before the Fire, tho' pretty Miſs hath try'd an 
hundred Ways . to. awaken the Creature to Activity 
and Play: But a Stranger happening to enter the 
Room, the little Cur hath called up all his natural 
Envy and Rage, nor hath he ceaſed barking till the 
Stranger diſappeared, When the fullen Animal would 
not play, he let us hear that he could bark, 


Bur I reprove myſelf. This Vice is to big to 
be chaſtiz'4 by Ridicule, for *tis a moſt hateful Breach 
of the Rules of the Goſpel, What a diſmal Spectacle 
is it to ſce this Engine of Scandal ſet on work fo ſuc- 
ceſsfully ameng Chritticns, to drive out the deaf and 
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dumb Spirit! to ſee Satan employ'd to caſt out Satan, 
and one evil Spirit diſpoſſeſs'd by another! 


O Tax ſhameful Guſt and Reliſh that ſome Peo- 
ple find in Reproach and Slander ! The great Apoſtle 
ſays, Speak Evil of no Man; and he excludes Railers 
and Revilers from the Kingdom of Heaven: yet Latriſſa 
performs the Duties of the Church and the Cloſet, 
rails daily at ſome of her Neighbours, and thinks her- 
{elf a Chriſtian of the firſt Rank {till ; nor will ſhe ſee 
nor believe the Iniquity of her Temper, or the Guilt 
of her Converſation. 


XL. 
Excellencies and Defects compenſated. 


FE AME doth not always belong to the Active and 
the Sprightly, nor immortal Memory to the Sons 

of Wit. Gravonius was a Perſon of Prudence and Vir- 
tue, but rather of a ſlow Conception, and a very mode- 
rate Share of natural Vivacity; a Man of little Diſ- 
courſe, but much Thought. He would ſometimes 
bring forth very valuable Sentences, and furniſh the 
Company with wiſe Obſervations that he had collected 
by many Years reading, and long Acquaintance 
with Men and Books. He travelled on daily in a 
H regular 


146 Miſcellaneous Thoughts, 


regular Round of Life and Duty to a good old Age, he 
paſs'd off the Stage with Honour amongſt his Friends, 
and was remembred twenty Years after his Death. 


Lycidas was a Gentleman of great Parts, ſprightly 
Wit, far ſuperior to Gravonius in the Powers of the 
Mind, and at leaft equal to him in Virtue ; he ſhone 
bright in every Company, and put a Luſtre upon all 
his Religion ; he was the Wonder and Love of his 
Friends while he lived. He was ſummon'd away 
from the World in the Bloom of Life, deep Lamenta- 
tions were made at his Grave, but in a few Years 


time he was forgotten, 


How came this to paſs, that what blazed ſo bright 
ſhould vaniſh ſo ſoon, and be loſt at once? The Rea- 
ſon is not far to ſeek, Gravonius kept his Hours 
and his Rounds as conſtant as the Sun, and his Track 
of Life was drawn to a great Length, and was well 
known to the World : He faid over his Apophthegms 
and Leſſons of Prudence, till his Acquaintance had learnt 
them by heart. Lycidas was active and ready in all the 
Varieties of Life, but never tied himſelf down to 
Rules, and Forms, and Sentences, nor could he teach 
another to act as he did: He always entertained his 
Friends with a rich Profuſion of new Sentiments. 
Neither his Wit nor his Wiſdom had any Common- 
places: His Manner and his Way was like an Eagle 
in the Air, that leaves no Track behind. His Conver- 


fation and his Life had a thouſand beauties in them» 
"., Hut 
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but they were neither to be imitated, or ſcarce rehearſ- 
ed by another. 


Ir I were to live always, ſurely I would wiſh to be 
Lycidas, that I might have my Heart ever at my Right 
Hand, in the Phraſe of Salomon; that I might know on 
the ſudden how to ſpeak pertinently, and what Courſe 
to take in every new Occurrence of a World that's in 
perpetual changes: I would have an Underſtandingever 
ready to ſuggeſt the thing that's proper in every Time 
and Place. It muſt be allow'd, that Lycidas was much 
the more uſeful Man on Earth, tho' his Name was ſoon 
forgotten. But Gravonius hath this to compenſate 
his Slowneſs, that in ſome Senſe he lives the longer 
for it: His regular Conduct was learned and copied by 
his Family ; his Sentences are often rehearſed among 
his Friends; he ſpeaks while he is under Ground, and 


gives Advice to the Living twenty Years after he is 
dead, | 


THERE is nothing oh Earth excellent on all 
Sides; there muſt be ſomething wanting in the beſt of 
Creatures, to ſhew how far they are from Perfection: 
God has wiſely ordained it, that Excellencies and De- 
fects ſhould be mingled amongſt Men ; Advantage and 
Diſadvantage are thrown into the Balance, the one is 
ſet over againſt the other, that no Man might be ſu- 
premely exalted, and none utterly contemptible, 


1 XL1, 
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XLI. 
Envy diſcover'd 


FN VY is a malignant Vice; of fo hateful an 

Aſpect, and ſo black a Character, that every 
Man abhors it, when appearing in its own Colours ; 
and whoſoever is accuſed, renounces the Charge with 
Indignation. 


WHEN Athen was a Boy, and read the Deſcription 
of this foul Fury in the Books of the Greek and Roman 
Poets, he imagined it was ſome Beldam that infeſted 
Heathen Countries; but he could not believe that 
ſh2 ſhould dwell among Chri/tians, and have a Tem- 
ple in their very Boſoms. 


CovLD one ever ſuppoſe that Envy ſhould mix 
itſelf with the Blood and Spirits of a good Man, or 
find any room in the ſame Heart where there is a Sa- 
vour of true Religion! ? Religion conſiſts in an Inter- 
courſe of Divine and Human Love; 


But Envy ſmiles at Sorrows not her own, 
And laughs to hear a Nation groan. 
But Envy feeds on Infamy and Blood, 


And grieves at all that's great and good, 


But 


— 
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But Envy pines, becauſe her Neighbours thrive, 
And dies to ſee a Brother live. 


YET this very malignant Vice, this Fury of Hell, 
makes her Way ſometimes into the very Sul that 1» 
born of God, and that hopes to be an Inhabitant of 
Heaven; but it generally takes care to conceal its 
Name, and to diſguiſe its odious Appearance, that it 
may not be known in the Heart where it dwells. It 
too often breaks out indeed beſore the Eyes of the 
World, to the Shame and Scandal of Religion, and 
appears in its own moſt hateful Form, Reja:cing iu 
Miſchief; but it much more frequently fits brooding 
within, fretting at the Peace and Melſure of others, and 
ſpreads a melancholly Gloom and painful Horror 
round all the Chambers of the Soul, if the Sun but 
ſhine upon a Neighbour's Houſe, 


THERE is many a Chriſtian indulges this e- 
cret Iniquity, and practiſes this Vice without the Re- 
proaches of Conſcience, becauſe he can't believe his 
Conduct deſerves this Name. And whether can [ 


ſend ſuch a one to learn the Nature of this Sin better 
than to his Bible? 


THE Holy P/almift was once overtaken with a Fit 
of Envy, and after he had been divinely convinc'd and 
aſhamed of it, the Way wherein he confeſſes and de- 
ſcribes it is this: That he inlarged his Ideas of the 
Proſperity of the Wicked, he ſpread abroad all their 
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Honours and their Riches before the Eyes of his Ima- 
gination, and magnify'd every Circumſtance of their 
Health, their Strength, and all their Comforts of Life; 
but he conceals or leſſens all their Troubles, as tho 
they had nothing to cemplain of: while at the ſame 
time his Mouth was filled with Complaints of his 
own Sorrows, he painted his own Grievances upon 
his Fancy in the darkeſt Colours, and the moſt 
diſmal Shapes, and by the Compariſon of their 
Condition and his own, his Soul grew much more 
uneaſy, 


« As for my wicked Neighbours, ſays he, they 
ic thrive in the World, they increaſe in Riches, 
e they are not in Trouble like other Men, nor are 
« they plagued as I am; their Eyes ſtand out with 
« Fatneſs; they have more than Heart can wiſh ; 
« they oppreſs and proſper, they are encompaſſed 
z with Pride and Honours, they are gay and 
& wanton in their Garments of Oppreſſion and 
« Violence; in Life their Strength is firm, and 
« they die eaſy, for they have no painful Agonies in 
cc their Death: But as for me, the Waters of a full 
„Cup are wrung out to me; all the Day long have 
6 T been plagued, and chaſtened every Morning ;” 
Pſal. Ixxiii. 


THE good Man, when he felt this evil Tem- 
per working in him, indulged it too much at firit ; 


but upon a juſt Review he chid himſelf, and ſubmitted 
to 
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to call it by its proper Name; / was envicus at the 


Fealiſh, when I ſaw the Proſperity of the I ic cd. 


O THAT it had been found only among the Fes 


and Heathens, and never broke into Cri Hendem But 
this is a fruitieſs Wiſh, —-> 


Thonills has an Affluence of all the Bleſſings of 
Life, except perfect Health and publics Flonour. H. 
is ſometimes confined to his Chamber by ſmall Indii- 
poſitions, while his next Neighbour 7Jiren is halt- 
gone ina dangerous Conſumption, and Theniiis knows 
it too; but Thires walks about the Fields, and rides 
daily in the Country, if poſſible to preſerve his Life; 
in the mean time he receives his Friends with a be- 
coming degree of Chearfulneſs and Pleaſure, and is 
much honoured and eſteemed by all his Acquaintance, 
nor yet beyond his Merit, 


Go viſit Thonills, and he entertains you with no- 
thing but long tireſome Complaints of his own Pains 
and Ailments ; and with a ſenſible Anguiſh at Heart 
tells you, that he hears Thiro laugh aloud with his 
Companions ; that Th:iren rides about at his Eaſe, 
while himſelf is a Priſoner : And while he inlarges up- 
on all the Topicks that make his own Life any way 
uncomfortable, he takes as much Pains to expatiate up- 
on all the better Circumſtances of his Neighbour ; he 
ſpreads them abroad in their moſt ample Forms, and 
with an inward Reſentment paints out Thiren's Hap- 
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pineſs in glaring Colours; he magnifies it to a vaſt 
Exceſs in his own Fancy, and before his Friends, that 
he may ſcem to have ſome Reaſon to ſupport his un- 


eaſy Compariſon, and his inward Diſquietude of 
Soul. 


So ME of thoſe that viſit him, happen to ſpeak 
well of Thiron; and while they pity his dying Cir- 
cumſtances, they mention his Virtues with Praiſe, 
Ah! fays Thenillo, my Neighbour walks at his Plea- 
ſure, he is courted and careſsd, and he loves thoſe that 
careſs him ; but if they knew all that I have heard of 
him, they would change their Opinion, and regret his 
Honours, 


THnvs Thonills grows peeviſh with all around him, 
and frets away a good Part of his own Health, becauſe 
his Neighbours are not confined to their Chamber 
too. He loſes all his good Character, by endeavouring 
to ſully that of his Neighbour; nor can you ever pleaſe 
him, unleſs you find fault with ſome of his Acquain- 
tance, and ſink their Names a little, and diminiſh 
their Praiſe, 


Yer Thonills thinks himſelf a very good Chri- 
ſtian, and thanks Gop he has no Envy belonging to 
him. Thonill read the ſeventy-third P/alm this Morn- 
ing, and could not ſee any thing of his own Temper 
or Features there. Who will help Thenillo to a Pair of 


Spectacles, and aſſiſt his Eye-ſight ? 
I HAD 
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I nap ſcarce written this, when S:2y//a entered 
the Room, and when ſhe had read the Paper, Sure- 
&« ly, {aid ſhe, you have drawn the Picture of The- 
Hilla to the Life; for tho' I never ſaw the gentle- 
man, yet I have heard much of him: I know a 
Brother and Siſter of his, Thonerus and Thonerina,and 
am acquainted with many others of his near Reta- 
„tions.“ 


cc 


cc 


& 


XLII. 
The rough M AN {oftened. 


GRIDIA was of a ſickly Conſtitution, but ihe 

was born of Quality; and having condeſcended 
to marry a private Gentleman, ſhe aſlum'd a richt to 
be imperious while her Diſtempers made her peevith, 
She was yoked with a Partner of a tall and firm Sta- 
ture, robuſt and healthy, a Man of great Covura* 
and Roughneſs, a very Sampſon ; yet his Soul had a 
tender Part in it, and would weep. and bleed, 1 
toucli'd in the right Vein, 


He never knew indeed what Sickneſs meant, and 
therefore, tho' he was continually entertained with 
Complaints new and old, yet be ſhewed very little 
Sympathy with his ſufferins Friends under their va- 
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rious Pains of Nature. But he met with many ſharp 
Reproaches for want of it, and had daily ſevere Lec- 
tures read to him at home on that Occaſion. 


Ox x Evening he was attacked with more Fury 


than uſual, and it awaken'd him to make this ſhort 
Reply. | 


% PRITHEE, Egridia, do not labour in vain, 
*« Beef or Stoch-fi/h may be beaten till it be tender, but 
„ the Saul of a Min is neither Fleſh nor Fiſh; tis 
<c not to be buffet: d into Softneſs, nor teiz'd or ſcold- 
« ed into Compaſſion,” 


Egridia took the Hint, and changed her Artillery in 
order to a Conqueſt, In a few Days ſhe found that 
Sampſon's Heart was not all made of Iron, but there 
were ſome kinder Materials in his Compoſition. She 
dropt a few Tears on him, and the Clay grew oft ; 
ſhe practis'd upon him with the Arts of Kindneſs, and 
he melted like ax into Compaſlion before the gentle 
Fire, and began to condole ſincerely upon all her 
Complaints. 


REPROACHES, like Needles, may make uneaſy 
Impreſſions upon a rough "Temper, and awaken it to 
Fury; but every Surgeon will tell us, that a Callus, or 
bard Fleſh, is to be cured by ſuppling Oils, and not 
by the Inciſion-knife, Perpetual Rhetorick of the 
clamorous kind, may at laſt force the Countenance of 
A 
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a Sampſen perhaps to imitate Pity, for the fake of his 
own Peace ; but it can never teach his Soul to prac- 
tiſe the tender Paſſion, Perſecution may ſometimes 
produce a Hypocrite, but *tis ſoft Perſuaſion and Kind- 
neſs only, can make a rea] Convert to Sympathy, and 
turn a Heart of Stone into ſincere Tenderneſs. 


MAN is the fame thing ſtill, as he was in the 
Days of Sclomon; and human Nature in Great Bri- 
tain is to be managed the fame way as it was in Fudea 
above two thouſand Years ago. The Maxims of 
that Philoſopher are everlaſting Truths, and his Pru- 
dentials will ſtand the Feſt in all Ages, A /oft Anfaver 
turneth away Wrath, bit grievous Mords ſtir up Strife. 
By long forbearing, even a Prince is perſuaded, and « 
feft Tongue breaketh the Bone, Prov. xv. 1, and xxv. 13. 


XIII. 


IGNORANCE of Ourſelves, 


Ho ſtrangely are we ſituated in this mortal 
| State | We open our Eyes, we employ our Senſes, 
and take notice of a thouſand things around us; 
but we ſee and know almoſt nothing of Ourſelves. We 
are conſcious indeed of our Being, and therefore we 
are ſure that we are ; but what we are, lies deep in 
Darkneſs, We ize and feel theſe Limbs, and this 

Fleſh 
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Fleſh of ours; we are acquainted at leaſt with the 
Outſide of this Animal Machine, and ſometimes call 
it e4r/elves, tho' Philoſophy and Reaſon would rather 
fay, 'tis our Houſe, or Tabernacle, becauſe we poſſeſs 
it or dwell in it; *tis our Engine, becauſe we move 


and manage it at Pleaſure, But what is this Self 


which dwelis in this Tabernacle, which poſſeſſes this 
Houſe, which moves and manages this Engine and 
theſe Limbs? Here we are much at a loſs, and our 
Thoughts generally run into ſome airy Forms of Be- 
ing, ſome empty Refinements upon ſenſible Images, 
ſome thin rarefy'd Shape and ſubtile Confuſion. We 
know not this Self of ours, which is conſcious of its 
own Exiſtence, which feels ſo near a Union of this 
Fleſh and Limbs, and which knows a Multitude of 
Things within us and without us. A ſurpriſing Phe- 
nomencn in Nature is this, that the Soul of Man, 
which ranges abroad through the Heaven, and the 
Earth, and the deep Waters, and unfolds a thouſand 
Myſteries of Nature, which penetrates the Syſtems of 
Stars. and Suns, Worlds upon Worlds, ſhould be ſo 
unhappy a Stranger at home, and not be able to tell 
what its Self is, or what it is made of. 


AND as we are ignorant what ourſelves are in a 
natural Senſe, fo we are as little acquainted with our- 
ſelves in a moral Reſpect. Self-love, and Pride, and 
various Paſſions, throw an everlaſting Diſguiſe upon 
our own Temper and Conduct, Whether we have 
any lovely Qualities in us or no, yet we fondly love 

ourſelves, 
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ourſelves, and then we readily believe all lovely Qua- 
lities belong to us. 


TiIs hard, exceeding hard, to convince a Lover 
that any Blemiſhes are to be found in the dear Centre 
of his Affections; but we are warm and zealous Lo- 
vers of ourſelves in all the Ages of Life. Yuth is 
wild and licentious; but in thoſe Years, we perſuade 
ourſelves that we are only making a juſt Uſe of Li- 
berty. In that Scene of Folly we are light and vain, 
and ſet no Bounds to the frolick Humour; yet we 
fancy ' tis merely an innocent Gaiety of Heart, which 
belongs to the Springs of Nature, and the blooming 
Hours of Life. In the Age of Manhood, a rugged or 
a haughty Temper is angry and quarreifome ; The 
Fretful and the Peevith in elder Years, if not before, 
are ever kindling into Paſſion and Reſentment ; but 
they all agree to pronounce their furious or fretful 
Conduct a mere neceſſary Reproof of the Indignitics 
which are offered them by the World. Self-love is 
fruitful of fine Names for its own Iniquities. Others 
are ſordid and covetous to a ſhameful degree, uncom- 
paſſionate and cruel to the Miſerable ; and yet they 
take this vile Practice to be only a juſt Exerciſe af 
Frugality, and a dutiful Care of their oven Howuſhold. 
Thus every Vice that belongs to us, is conſtrued into a 
Virtue ; and if there are any Shadows or Appearances 
of Virtue upon us, theſe poor Appearances and Sha- 
dows are magnified and realized into the Divine Qua- 
lities of an Angel, We who pals thele juſt Cenſures 

on 
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on the Follies of our Acquaintance, perhaps approve 
the very ſame things in Ourſelves, by the Influence 
of the ſame native Principle of Flattery and Self- 
Fondneſs. So different is our Judgment of the fame 
Weaknefles when we find them in Ourſelves, from: 
the Sentence we pronounce upon them if we ſee then, 
in our Neighbour, 


Tus we begin to learn and practice early this 
Art of Selfdeceiving; we grow up in Diſguiſe and Self- 
Flattery, and we live unknown to Ourſelves, Hap- 
py for us, if our Eyes are opened to behold the Imno- 
ſture before we go off the Stage; for ſuch groſs Mi- 
ſtakes will then be fatal, or at leaſt extremely dange- 
rous, when tis too late to correct them. 


Tracy me, O my Maker, the Knowledge of 
myſelf ; this moral or divine Knowledge, which is 
neceſſary to correct my Errors, and to reduce my 
Feet to the facred Paths of Virtue, Let me ſee fo 
much of my Folly, Vice and Vanity, as to be fond of 
this wretched Self no longer. Let me grow fo far out 
of love with myſelf, as to fly from myſelf to the Arms 
and Mercy of my Gop. There mould and faſhion me 
after thine Image in all the moral Qualities of my 
Soul, and let me find in myſelf thoſe divine Features 
which will be ever beautiful in thy Eyes! Grant me 
this Bleſſing, O Father of Spirits; for I cannot reſt 
till I fee and know myſelf made like thee, When this 


is done, I can bear the reſt of my Ingorance with 
humble 
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humble Patience, till I put off this Vail and Diſguiſe of 
Fleſh ; I can wait to learn what Sort of Being my Soul 
7s, till I arrive at the World of Souls. 


| XLIV. 
Abſence from Go p, who is our All. 


M* Go D, my Maker, I have called thee my all- 

ſatisfying Portion, and my eternal Good, When 
I contemplate thee, I ſtand amazed at thy Grandeur; 
thy Wiſdom, thy Power, thy Fulne!s of Bleſſing, 
wrap my Soul up in Aſtoniſhment and devout Silence, 
In that happy moment my Soul cries out, What are 
Creatures when compared with thee, but mere Sha- 
dows of Being, and faint Reflections of thy Light and 
Beauty! And yet (ſtupid as I am) I foon loſe my 
Sight of Gop, and ſtand gazing upon thy Creatures 
all the Day, as if Beauty and Light were theirs in the 
Original, 


WHAT are they all, O my Gop, but empty 
Ciſterns that can give no Relief to a thirſty Soul, un- 
leſs thou fupply them with Rivulets from on high ? 
And yet we crowd about theſe Ciſterns, and are at- 
tached to them, as tho' they were the unfailing Springs 
and Fountains of our Bleſſedneſs. Every Breath we 


draw is a new and unmerited Gift from Heaven 
| GOD 
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Gor our Life, and the Length of cur Days; and yet 
we are contented to ſpend that Life far from Heaven 
and from GoD, and to dwell afar of from him, amidſt 
the Regions of Mortality and Death : We are ever 
grovelling in this Land of Graves, as tho' im- 
mortal Bleſſings were to be drawn from the Clods 
of it. 

Our real and eternal Intereſt depends more on 
thy ſingle Favour, than on the united Friendſhip of 
the whole Creation ; and yet, fooliſh Wanderers that 
we are! we abſent ourſelves from our Gop, and 
rove far and wide to ſeek Intereſts and Friendſhip a- 
mong Creatures whoſe Character is Weakneſs, Vani- 
ty, and diſappointing Vexation, How fond are we of 
a Word or a Look from a Worm in a high Station? 


How do we careſs them and court their Love, at the 


Expence of Virtu2 and Truth, and the Favour of 
Go our Maker? And yet they are nothing without 
Gos, but he is our All without their leave. 


SHOULD my Father and my Mother, and 
every mortal Friend forſake me, and every good 
Angel take his Flight; ſhould theſe Heavens and this 
_ Earth, with all their innumerable Inhabitants diſappear 
at once, and vaniſh into their firſt Nothing; thy Pre- 
ſence with me is all-ſufficient, thy Hand would ſup— 
port my Being, and thy Love would furniſh out an 
Eternity of Life and coeval Happineſs. Why then do 
I tie myſelf fo faſt to my mortal Friends, as tho* my 


Separa- 
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Separation from them were certain Miſery? Why do 
I lean upon Creatures with my whole Weight, as tho 
nothing elſe could ſupport me: | 


On my Gor! I am convinced that I have more 
Affairs, and of far higher Importance, to tranſact with 
thee, than with all thy Creatures, and yet I am ever 
chattering with thy Creatures ; and ſay little to my 
Gop ; or at beſt give him a Morning or an Evening 
Salutation, and perhaps too with Indolence and For- 
mality. I hom have in Heaven en on Earth but thee, 
that can ſupply all my Wants, and fill up all the Va- 
cancies of my Heart ? and yet how are my Thoughts 
and Hours buſily employed in queſt of Satisfaction a- 
mong the ſhining Snares, or at beſt among the flatter- 
ing Impertinences of the World ; tho' every new Ex- 
periment ſhews me they are all unſatisfying? If I 
happen to find any thing here below made a Channel 
to convey ſome Bleſſing to me from thy Hand, how 
prone am I to make an Idol of it, and place it in the 
room of my God? _ 


How much, alas! do T truſt to my Food to nou- 
riſh, and Phyſick to heal me ! but *tis thou alone can'ſt 
bleſs me with Eaſe, Nouriſhment and Health, while I 
dwell in this Cottage of Fleſh and Blood, Let Me- 
dicines and Phyſicians pronounce Deſpair and Death 
upon me, a Word of thine can ſhut the Mouth of the 
Grave, can renew the Vigour and Bloom of Youth, 
and repair the Decavs of Nature, If thou withold 

thy 


162 Miſcellaneous Thoughts, 


thy vitual Influence, my Fleſh languithes and expires, 
even among the luxurious Proviſions of the Table, and 
the Recipes of the Learned; and *tis thou only can'ſt 
provide me a bliſsful Habitation, when this Cottage 1s 
fallen to the Ground. Futber, nts tity Hand I com- 
mend my Stirit, when it is Ciliodged from this mortal 
Tabernacle ; and why ſhould I not keep my Spirit 
ever near thee, ſince every Moment I am liable to be 
turned out of this Dwelling, and ſent a naked Stranger 
into the unknown World of Spirits ? 


*T is but a few Days and Nights more that I can 
have to do with Sun, Moon and Stars; a little time 
will finith all my Commerce with this viſible World; 
but I have Affairs of infinite and everlaſting Moment 
to tranſact with the Great Gop. Tis before thy 
Tribunal I mutt ſtand as the final Judge of all my 
Conduct, from whoſe deciſive Sentence there is no 
Appeal; and yet how fond am I, and wretchedly ſo- 
licitous, to approve myſelf rather to Creatures, whoſe 
Opinion and Sentence is but empty Air, *Tis by thy 
Judgment that I muſt ſtand or fall for ever; the 
Words of thy Lips will be my eternal Bliſs, or my 
everlaſting Woe ; why then ſhould I, a little Inſect, 
or Atom of Being, be concerned about the Smiles or 
Frowns of my Fellow-Inſects, my equal Atoms? Can 
all their Applauſes, or their Reproaches, weigh a 
Grain in the Divine Balance, that ſacred and tre- 
mendous Balance of Juſtice, in which all my Actions 
and my Soul itſelf muſt be weighed ? Let all the 

Creatures 
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Creatures above and below frown and ſcowl upon me; 
if my Creator ſmile, I am happy; nor can all their 
Frownings diminiſh my compleat Joy. 


ForRG1vE, gracious Gop, forgive the paſt 
Follies and Wanderings of a ſinful Worm, from thee 
the higheſt and the beſt of Beings. I am even ama- 
zed at my own Stupidity, that I could live fo much 
abſent from thee, when my eternal All depenus upon 
thee, 


AN p how much more inexcuſable is my Forget- 
fulneſs of my Gop, ſince he has ſent his own Son, 
his faireſt Image, into Fleſh and Blood, to put me in 
mind of my Maker, and to teach me what my Gp is? 
He that has ſcen me, ſays he, bus ſeen the Father; Tand the 
Father are One, We happen to be born indeed too late 
for the Sight of his Face, but we have the Tranſcript 
of his Heart, the true Copy of his Life, and the very 
Features of his Soul, convey'd down to us in his ever- 
living Goſpels. There wes may read Jeſus, there we 
may learn the Father. O may the little Remnant cf 
my Days be ſpent in the preſence of my Gop; and 
when I am conſtrained to converſe with Creatures, 
let me ever remember that I have infinitely more to 
do with my Creator, and thus ſhorten my Talk and 
Traffick with them, that I may have Leiſure to con- 
verſe the longer with thee, Let me ſee thee in every 
thing ; let me read thy Name every where ; Sounds, 
Shapes, Colours, Motions, and all viſible things, 

let 
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let them all teach me an inviſible Gop. Let Crea- 
tures be nothing to me, but as the Books which thou 
haſt lent me to inſtruct me in the Leſſons of thy 
Power, Wiſdom and Love; above all, let me derive 
this Science by Converſe with the bleſſed Jes, and 
may I be fo wiſe a Proficient in this Divine School, as 
to learn ſome new Leſſon daily. Train me up among 
the viſible Works and thy Word, O my heavenly 
Father, by the condeſcending Methods of thy Grace 
and Providence, till I am looſen'd and weancd from 
all Things below Gon; and then give me a glorious 
Diſmiſſion into that intellectual and bliſsful World, 
where in a more immediate Manner I ſhall fee Go p, 


and where GoDp himſelf is the ſenſible acknowledged 
Life of Souls. 


XLV. 
FoRMALITY and SUPERSTITION. 


Is a melancholy Thing to conſider how great a 
Part of Mankind, even in Chriſtian Countries, 
deceive themſelves in the ſacred and important Affairs 
of Gop and Religion. They cheat their Conſciences 
with the empty Forms of Worſhip, and hope to ſe- 
cure themſelves from eternal Evils,and to obtain every 
Bleſſing 
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Bleſſing of the upper and lower World, by mere bo- 
dily Service, and the outward Shapes of Devotion. 


TE Pabiſt ſprinkles himſelf with Holy Water, 
and believes that the Devil dares not ailault him; 
he has ſign'd his Forchead with a Croſs, and got ſome 
Relicks of a Saint about him, and now heimagines him- 
ſelf ſo well guarded, that he defies the Powers of Hell. 
He ſays his Prayers in Latin, in full Tale and Num- 
ber, for he counts his String of Beads to ſecure his Me- 
mory and his Honeſty, and expects Gop ſhould hear 
and bleſs him for it; tho' he himſelf does not know 


what he prayed for, in ſo many hard Words and Sylla- 
bles. 


Ritillo proſeſſes the Proteſtant Faith, keeps his 
Church, cons over his Prayer-book, bows at the 
Name of Jeſus, and makes all the Reſponces in 
proper Time; he obſerves every Feſtival, honours 
the Saints, receives the Sacrament at Chri/tmas and 
Eafter, and grows up mexely in the Power of theſe 
Forms to a full Affurance of Salvation: yet Ritillo 
knows not what you mean by Conviction of Sin, he 
ſcarce ever thought himſelf to want Repentance, or 
ſaw and felt his real need of Grace and Forgiveneſs, 


Nor is the dangerous Picce of Self-flattery con- 
fin'd only to thoſe Parties of Chriſtians that deal 
much in Ceremony. Amorphus divides himſelf from 
the national Church, that he may enjoy and practiſe 


purer 
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purer Worſhip, without the Inventions of Men ; he 
carries his Scruples to a conſiderable Length in this 
Way; he dares not be preſent at a common Funeral, 
leſt he ſhould appear to join in ſome exceptionable 
Forms; he attends the beſt of Preachers in their feya- 
rate Meetings, and that with an Air of Zeal and Devo- 
tion ; he lays his Bible every Night under his Pillow, 
and reads three Chapters every Morning ; he endures 
perhaps many a Scoff for his preciſe Practices and Pun- 
ctilio's; yet he neglects the great Duties of Repentance 
and Charity, and puts the vain Fancy of Preciſeneſs 
and Separation in the room of Faith, and Love, and in- 
ward Holineſs. 


Pook abuſed Mankind, that feeds on the Wind 


to gain Immortality, and reſts on a Shadow for Sup- 
port in Matters of everlaſting Weight and Conſe- 


quence! 


BELIEVE me, Amorphus, your mere Noncon- 
formity is no better a Defence againſt the Devil, than 
the Reliques of a Saint or the Holy-water Pot. Your 
Diſguſt againſt eſtabliſhed Forms of Prayer, will pro- 
cure no more Bleſſings from Heaven, than the Latin 
Devotions of a Prieſt or Friar. Superſtitian does not 
always lie in the Obſervance of more Ceremonies than 
Gop has made, or in a mere Aﬀectation to ſerve him 
with Rites and Forms of the Contrivance of Men. An- 
themerus is as ſuperſtitious in his Hatred of Chri/tmas and 


Good-Friday,as Hemerins is in the too fond Obſervation of 
them, 
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them, becauſe each of them place their Merit in their 
Zeal about a thing which Gop has left indifferent 
in his Word, and for which he owes them no ſpecial 
Reward. 


THe ſevere Separatiſt with all his Singularities, 
and the High-Church Man with all his Rituals and 
Rubrick, his Saints and their Feſtivals, the ſcrupulous, 
the preciſe, and the ceremonious Worſhipper, will be 
all ſhut out together from the Kingdom of Heaven, if 
they have no better Certificate to ſhew at the Gates 
of it, than ſuch empty Characters as theſe. Theſe 
Shapes of Profeſſion, without real Piety, have no 
Place in the World of Spirits, and are of no Eſteem in 
Paradiſe, where Cod and Angels dwell. Nothing can 
ever make way for our Admiſſion there, but a holy 
Acquaintance with Go p, Repentance of every known 
Sin, and Truſt in Feſus the Saviour; nothing but the 
Life, and Spirit, and Power of Godlineſs ; but Patience 
Humility and Self-Denial, Mortihcation and Watch- 
fulneſs, and Faith that worketh by Love. 


MERE Forms are fo eaſya Way of getting to Hea- 
ven, that Gop would never allow them to be a ſuf- 
ficient Title, left his Palace ſhould be crowded with 
ten thouſand Hypocrites, 
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XLVI. 


CowWARDICE and SELF-LOVE, 


Have often thought *tis a right noble and gallant 
Principle which enables a Perſon to paſs a juſt and 
ſolid Judgment upon all things that occur, without 
ever being warpt aſide by the Influence of Faſhion and 
Cuſtom: *Tis a noble Soul that can practiſe ſteady 
Virtue in Oppoſition to tae Courſe of the Humour of 


the Multitude ; 


Tis brave to meet the IV/or ld, ſtand faſt among 


Mole Crawds, and not be carried in the Throng. 


"Twas a female Muſe wrote theſe Lines, but 
there is a manly Spirit and Vigour in them. Not that 
we ſhould be ſond of running counter to the Cuſtom 
of the Age or Nation wherein we dwell, out of a 
humourous Singularity to ſhew our Valour ; but when 
thoſe Cuſtoms have a plain Appearance of Vice and 
Folly in them, we ſhould dare to be virtuous and 
wiſe in ſpiglit of the World, 


TIs a Felicity in human Life to have a good de- 
gree of Courage inwrought into our very Frame, and 
mingle 


1 PROS E and VERSE. 169 


mingled with our Blood and Spirits, Virtue itſelf, 
even where it has a great Aſcendant in the Soul, has 
not Power to exert itſelf, and ſhine out to the World, 
if animal Nature want this brave and hardy 'T empe- 
rament, How much do I feel myſelf ftand in need 
of this Fortitude of Conſtitution ? What fhall I do to 
acquire it? Methinks I ſhould be ready to part with a 
few Ornaments of the Mind, and make an Exchange 
of ſome of the more ſhewy and glittering Sciences for 
this bodily Virtue (if I may fo expreſs it) this com- 
plexional Bravery. 


I coNFEss there are ſome other and worſe 
Principles than a mere defect of natural Courage which 
tempt a Man ſometimes to comply with the Faſhion, 
and to fall in roundly with the Errors and V ices of the 
Limes. Some Perſons have ſo little Love to Truth 
and Virtue, and ſuch an exceſſive Fondneſs for the 
Thing call'd SELF, that they will never expoſe 
themſelves to the leaſt Inconveniency, in order to ſup- 
port the Honour of Wiſdom and Religion among 
Men. Such an one was Criſpus in the 4th Satire of 
Juvenal, who ever flattered the Court, and ſoothed the 
ſucceſſive Emperors in all their Vices, and by this 
means drew out his Age to fourſcore Years, 


Ille igitur nunquam direxit brachia contra 
Torrentem, nec civis erat, qui libera paſſet 

p # . . . 

Verba anima proferre, & visam impendere vero. 
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Sic multas hyemes, atque cctegeſi n vidit 
Selſtitia, his armis, illd quoque tutus in aulä. 


PARAPHRASED thus, 


He never was the Man that dar'd to ſwim 
Againſt the rolling Tide, or croſs the Stream; 
He was no Patriot, nor indulg'd his Breath 
Bravely to ſpeak his Senſe, and venture Death, 

'T hus he ſpun out his ſupple Soul, and drew 

A Length of Life amidſt a vicious Crew. 

Full fourſcore Years he ſaw the Sun ariſe, 
Guarded by Flattery, and entrench'd in Lies 
'For *tvas his ſettled Judgment from his Youth, 
One Grain of Eaſe was worth aWorld of Truth. 


Bur this wretched Slg leve is fo vile a Principle, 
that *twill not only conſtrain a Man to avoid his Duty, 
but *twill oftentimes puſh him upon moſt inhuman 
Practices, and make him ſacrifice his Friends, his 
Parents, or his Country to his own Eaſe and Safety, 


O curſed Idol SELF! 
The Wiretch that worihips thee would dare to tread 
With impious Feet on his own Father's Head, 
To*ſcape a riſing Wave when the Seas Land invade. 
To gain the Safety of ſome higher Ground, [round 
He'd trample down the Dikes that fence his Counry 
Amidſt a general Flood, and leave the Nation drown'd; 


WELL, 
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WEIT, tho' my natural Courage run very low, 
yet I hate theſe Characters which have been now de- 
icribed, and abominate the Principles whence they 
procced. I confeſs, a feeble Man and diffident had 
need to pray daily, Lord, lead us not into Temptation : 
But if ever I ſhould be called to bear witneſs to the 
Truth, and to do publick Honour to Religion and 
Virtue, at the Expence of all my mortal Intereſts, I 
truſt the Go p of Nature and Grace to furniſh me with 
every neceſſary Talent, and to uphold me with Di- 
vine Fortitude, And O may I never Care to do a 
baſe or unworthy Action, to the Injury of my Friend 
or my Country, or to the unjuſt Detriment of the 
meaneſt Figure among Mankind, in order to fave 
Life itſelf, or to acquire the richeſt Advantages that 
can belong to it 


XLVII, 


SICKNESS and RECOvVERy, 


TT was the Cuſtom of David, as appears by ſeveral 
of his Pſalms, and it was the Practice of Hegeia- 
and Jonah, Kings and Prophets, to rehearſe the Aga— 
nies of their Diſtreſs, when they ofter'd to Heaven 
their Songs of Nelivgrance. They recuVcCted their 
Hours and Days of Bitterneſs, and the Workings of 
] 2 tlicir 
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their Soul amidſt their ſharp and grievous Sorrows, to 
make the Remembrance of their Salvation the ſweeter, 
and ſo kindle the Zeal of their Gratitude to a higher 
Flame. Is it a Matter of Blame to imitate ſuch Ex- 
amples? Doth not the Reaſon hold good in our Aze, 
and to all Generations? Why ſhould a Chri/tian be 
any more afraid to tell the World of his Afflictions or 
Diſtreſſes than a 7ew ? Or why ſhould he be a- 
ſhamed to let them know, that amidſt thoſe Sinkings 
of Life and Nature, Chriſtianity and the Goſpel were 
his Support? Amidſt all the Violence of my Diſtem- 
per, and the tireſome Months of it, I thank God I 
never loſt Sight of Reaſon or Religion, tho? ſometimes 
1 ͤ had much ado to preſerve the Machine of animal 
Nature in ſuch Order as regularly to exerciſe either 
the Man or the Chriſtian, eſpecially when I ſhut my 
Eyes to ſeek Sleep and Repole, and had not their Aid 
to fence againſt the diforderly Ferments of natural 
Spirits. But theſe Conflicts are deſcribed in the fol- 
lowing Lines. Bleſſed be Gop for preſerving and 


healing Mercy | 
THOUGHTS awd MEDITATIONS 


in a long SICK NESS, I712 and 1713. 
The Hurry of the Spirits, in a Fever 
and Nervous Diſorders. 


M* Frame of Nature is a ruffled Sea, 
And my Diſeaſe the Tempeſt. Nature feels 


A ſtrange Commotion to her inmoſt Centre; 


The 


Of a tall foaming Surge, I'm all at once 
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The Throne of Reaſon ſhakes. © Be /till, my Though:s ;. 


& Peace and be till.” In vain my Reaſon gives 

The peaceful Word, my Spirit ſtrives in vain 

To calm the Tumult and command my Thoughts. 
This Fleſh, this circling Blood, theſe brutal Powers 
Made to-obey, turn Rebels to the Mind, 

Nor hear its Laws. "Fhe Eugine rules the Mun. 
Unhappy Change! When Nature's meaner Springs 
Fir'd to impetuous Ferments, break all Order; 
When little reſtleſs Atoms riſe and reign 

Tyrants in ſovereign Uproar, and impoſe 

Ideas on the Mind ; confus'd Ideas 

Of Non-exiſtents and Impoſſibles, 

Who can deſcribe them ? Fragments of old Dreams, 
Borrow'd from Midnight, torn from fairy Fields 
And fairy Skies, and Regions of the Dead, 

Abrupt, ill-ſorted. O' tis all Confufton 

If I but cloſe my Eyes, ſtrange Images 

In thouſand Forms and thouſand Colours riſe, 

Stars, Rainbows, Moons, green Dragons, Bears, and- 
An endleſs Medley ruſn upon the Stage, [ Ghoſts, 
And dance and riot wild in Reaſon's Court 

Above Controul. I'm in a raging Storm, 

Where Seas and Skies are blended, while my Soul 
Like ſome light worthleſs Chip of floating Cork 

Is toſt from Wave to Wave : Now overwhelm'd 
With breaking Flood, I drown, and ſcem to loſe 

All Being : Now high-mounted on the Ridge 


Caught up into the Storm, and ride the Wind, 
13 The 
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'The whiſtling Wind ; unmanageable Steed, 
And feeble Rider! Hurried many a League 
Over the riſing Hills of roaring Brine, | 
Thro' airy Wills unknown, with dreadful Speed 
And infinite Surprize ; till ſome few Minutes 
tlave ſpent the Blaſt, and then perhaps I drop 

{car to the peaceful Coaſt; ſome friendly Billow 
Lodges me on the Beach, and I find Reſt: 
Short ReitI and; for the next rolling Wave 
Snatches me back again; then ebbing far 
Sets me adrift, and Pm borne off to Sea, 
Helpleſs, amidſt che Bluſter of the Winds, 
Beyond tlie Ken of Shore. 


AH, when will theſe tumultuous Scenes be gone ? 
When ſhall this weary Spirit, toſt with Tempeſts, 
Harraſs'd and broken, reach the Port of Reſt, 

And hold it firm? When ſhall this wayward Fleſh. 
With all th' irregular Springs of vital Movement 
Ungovernable, return to ſacred Order, 


And pay their Duties to the ruling Mind ? 


Peace r Cox sc IE NE and Prayer for HEALTH. 


7 ET, gracious Go p, amidſt theſe Storms of Nature, 
Thine Eyes behold a ſweet and ſacred Calm 
Reign thro? the Realms of Conſcience: All within | | 


Lies peaceful, all compos'd. Tis wond'rous Grace 
Keeps off thy Terrors from this humble Boſom, 


Tho 
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Tho! ſtain'd with Sins and Follies, yet ſerene 

In penitential Peace and cheartul Hope, 
Sprinkled and guarded with atoning Blood. 
Thy vital Smiles amidſt this Deſolation 
Like heavenly Sun-beams hid behind the Clouds, 
Break out in happy Moments, with bright Radiance 
Cleaving the Gloom; the fair celeſtial Light 
Softens and gilds the Horrors of the Storm, 
oY And richeſt Cordials to tie Heart conveys, 


O cLorIiovus Solace of immenie Diſtreſs, - 
A Conſcience and a GopD | a Friend at home, 
And better Friend on high! "This is my Rock 
Of firm Support, my Shield of ſure Defence 
Againſt infernal Arrows. Riſe, my Soul, 

Put on thy Courage: Here's the living Spring 
Of Joys divinely ſweet and ever new, 


A peaceful Conſcience and a ſiniliug Heaven. 


My Gop, permit a creeping Worm to ſay, 

T hy Spirit knows [ove thee, Wortbleſs Wretch, 
To dare to love a God! But Grace requires, 
And Grace accepts. Thou ſceſt my labouring Soul 
Weak as my Zeal is, yet my Zeal is true; 
It bears the trying Furnace. Love Divine 
Conſtrains me; I am thine, Incarnate Love 
Has ſeiz'd and holds me in Almighty Arms: 
Here's my Salvation, my cternal Hope, 
Amidſt the Wreck of Worlds and dying Nature, 
Jam the Lird's, and he for ever min, 
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O THroV all-powerful Word, at whoſe firſt Cal! 

Nature aroſe; this Earth, thefe ſhining Heavens, 
Theſe Stars in all their Ranks came forth, and ſaid, | 
Ire are ty Servants Did'ſt thou not create 
Aly Frame, my Breath, my Be! ng, and beſtow 

A Mind immortal on thy feeble Creature 
Who faints before thy Face? Did not thy Pity 
Lreſs thee in Fleſh to dle, that IT might live, 
Ard with thy Blood redeem this captive Soul 
From Guilt and Death? O thrice adored Name, 
My King, my Saviour, my Emanuel, ſay, 
Hare not thy Eyelids mark'd my painful Toil, 
The wild Confuſions of my ſhatter'd Powers, 
And broken fluttering Thoughts? Haſt thou not ſcen 
Each reſtleſs Atom that with vexing Influence 
Works thro' the Maſs of Man? Each noxious Juice, 
Each Firment that infeRs the vital Humours, 
That heaves the Veins with huge Diſquietude | 
And ſpreads the Tumult wide? Do they not lie TI 
Beneath thy View, and all within thy Reach? | 
Yes, all at thy Command, and mult obey | 
Thy ſovereign Touch: Thy Touch is Health and Life, 
And Harmony to Nature's jarring Strings. 


[Groans 
Wren ſhail my Midnight-Sighs and Morning- 
Riſe thro' the Heights of Heaven, and reach thy Ear 
Propitious ? See, my Spirit's feeble Powers 
Ext al'd and breathing upward to thy Throne, 
Like carly Incenſe climbing thro' the Sky 
From 
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From the warm Altar. When ſhall Grace and Peace 
Deſcend with Blaſſings, like an Evening Shower 
On the parch'd Defart, and renew my Bloom? 
Or muſt thy Creature breathe his Soul away 
In fruiticfs. Groans, and die? 
Comes bleſt Phyſician, come attend the Moan 

f a poor ſuffering Wretch, a plaintive Worm, 
Cruſh'd in the Dutt and helpleſs. O deſcend, 
Array'd in Power and Love, and bid me rife, 
| Incarnate Goodneſs, ſend thy Influence down 
To theſe low Regions of f Mortality 
| Where thou haſt "welt; and clad in fleſhly V. ecds . 
| Learnt ſympathetic Sorrows ; fend and heal 
My long and ſore Dittrefs, Len thouſand Praiſes 
| Attend thee : David's Harp is ready ſtrung 
For the Maſſiah's * Name: A winged Flight 
Of Songs harmonious, and new Honours Wait 


The Steps of moving Mercy. 


| Encourag'd to Hope for HEALTH in * v. 
| December 17 12. 


Onfin'd to fit in Silence, here I waſte 
The golden Hours of Youth, If once I fiir, 
And reach at active Life, what ſudden Tremors 
Shake my whole Frame, and all the poor Machine 


* At this Time my Imitation of David's Palms in Chriliny 
; Language awas not half done : As faſt as I recover d Sirens! 
1 after this long Illneſs, 1 apply d my 4 by degrees to finuh it. 
* bY Lics 
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Lies fluttering ? What ſtrange wild convulſive Force 
O'erpowers at once the Members and the Will; 

Here am I bound in Chains, a uſeleſs Load 

Of breathing Clay, a Burden to the Seat 

That bears theſe Limbs, a Borderer on the Grave. 
Poor State of worthleſs Being ! While the Lamp 

Of glimmering Life burns languiſhing and dim, 

The Flame juſt hovering o'er the dying Snuff 

With doubtful Alternations, half disjoin'd. 

And ready to expire with every Blaſt. 


Vr my fond Friends would ſpeak a Word of Hope: 
Love would forbid Deſpair : * Look out, they cry, 
56 Beyond theſe glooming Damps, while Winter hangs 
Heavy on Nature, and congeals her Powers: 

„% Look chearful forward to the vital Influence 

« Of the returning Spring;“ I rouze my Thoughts 
At Friendſhip's facred Voice, I fend my Soul 

To diſtant Expectation, and ſupport 

The painful Interval with poor Amuſements, 


My Watch, the ſolitary kind Companion 
Of my Impriſonment, my faithful Watch 
Hangs by; and with a fhort repeated Sound 
Beats like the Pulſe cf T ime, and numbers off 
My Woes, a long Succ-!ton; while the Finger 
Slow- moving, points ov: the low-moving Minutes; 
The flower Hand, the lours. O thou dear Engine, 
Thou little Braſs Accouptant of my Life 
Would but the mighty VV heels of Heaven and Nature 

Once 
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Once imitate thy Movements, how my Hand 
Should drive thy dented Pinions round their Centre: 
With more than Ten-fold Flight, and whirl! aw: - 
Theſe clouded wintry Suns, theſe teCious Moon 
Theſe Midnights ; every Star ſhould ſpeed its Ra 2 = 

And the flow Bears precipitate their V ay 
Around the frozen Pole: Then promis Hoalch 
That rides with roſy Cheek and blooming Grace 
On a May Sun- beam ſliould attend me Were 
Before To- morrow ſheds its Evening-Dew. 


Au fooliſh Ravings of a fruitleſs Wiſh 
And Spirit too impatient ! Know'ſt thou not, 
My Soul, the Power that made thee? He alone 
Who form'd the Spheres, rolls them in deſtin'd Ron::c 
Unchangcable. Adore, and truit, and fear him: 
He is the Lord of Life. Addreſs his Throne, 
And wait before his Foot, with awtul Hope 
Submiſſive; at his Touch 2e files: 
His Eyelids ſend Beams of immortal Youth 
Thro' Heaven's bright Regions. His atl-powertul Word 
Can create Health, and bid tne Bleſfing come 
Amid the wintry Froſt, when Nature ſeems 
CongcaPd in Death; or with a ſovercign Fron 
(Tho? nature blocms all round) he can forbid 
The Pleſlſing in the Spring, and chain thee down 
To Pains, and Maladies, and griavous Bondage 
'Thro? all the circling Seaſons, 


— 


. / . 
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The weariſome Il ces of SICKNESS, 
I712, or 1713. 


T HUS paſs my Days away. "The chearful Sun 
Rolls round and gilds the World with lightſome 

Alas, in vain to me; cut off alike (Beams, 

From the bleſs'd Labours, and the Joys of Life; 

While my ſad Minutes in their tircſome "Train 

Serve but to number out my heavy Sorrows. 

By Night I count the Clock ; perhaps Eleven, 

Or Twelve, or One ; then with a wiſhful Sigh 

Call on the ling'ring Hours, Come Two ; come Five: 

Ihen wi.l theDay-light come? Make haſte, ye Mornings, 

Ye Evening-ſhadows haſte ; wear out theſe Days, 

Theſe tedious Rounds of Sickneſs, and conclude 

The weary Week for ever 

Then the ſweet Day of facred Reſt returns, 

Sweet Day of Reſt, devote to Gop and Heaven, 

And heavenly Buſineſs, Purpoſes divine, 

Angelick Work; but not to me returns 


Reſt with the Day: Ten thouſand hurrying Thoughts 


Bear me away tumultuous far from Heaven 

And heavenly Work. In vain I heave, and toil, 
And wreitle with my inward Foes in vain, 
O'er-hower'd and vanquiſh'dſtill: They drag me down 
From Things celeitial, and confine my Senſe 

To preſent Maladies. Unhappy State, 

Where the poor Spirit is ſubdu'd t endure 


Unholy 


— 
— 
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Unholy Idleneſs, a painful Abſence 
From Gop, and Heaven, and Angels bleſſed Work, 
And bound to bear the Agonies and Woes 
That ſickly Fleſh and ſhatter'd Nerves impoſe. 
How long, O LORD, how long ? 


AAYMNG&YgfPRAISE for RECOVERY. 
Hf P PY for Man, that the flow circling Moons 


And long revolving Seaſons meaſure out: 
The tireſome Pains of Nature! Preſent Woes 
Have their ſweet Periods. Eaſe and chearful Health 
With flow Approach (fo Providence ordains) 
Reviſtt their forſaken Manſion here. 
And Days of uſeful Life diffuſe their Dawn 
(Yer the dark Cottage of my weary Soul. 
My vital Powers reſume their Vigour now, 
My Spirit feels her, Freedom, ſhakes her Wings, 
Exults and fſpatiates.o'er a thouſand Scenes, 
Surveys the World, and with full Stretch of Thought 
Graſps her Ideas; while. impatient Zeal 
Avrakes my Tongue to Praiſe. What mortal Voice 
Or mortal Hand can render to my Gon 
The Tribute due? What Altars ſhall J raiſe? 
What grand Inſcription to proclaim his Mercy 
In living Lines? Where fhall I find a Victim 
kicet to be oftered to his ſovereign Love, 
And folemnize the Worſhip and the Joy. 

SEARCH 
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SEARCH well, mySoul, thro' all the dark Receſſea 
Of Nature and Selt-Love, the Plies, the Folds, 
And hollow winding Caverns of the Heart, 
Where Flattery hides our Sins; ſearch out the Foes 
Of thy Almighty Friend; what lawleſs Paſſions, | 
What vain Deſires, what vicious Turns of Thought | 
Lurk there unheeded : Bring them forth to view, 
And ſacrifice the Rebels to his Honour, | 
Well he deſerves this Worſhip at thy Hands, 
Who pardons thy paſt Follies, who reſtores 
| Thy mouldring Fabrick, and witholds thy Life 
From the near Borders of a gaping Grave. 


ALMIGHTY Power, I love thee, bliſsful Name, 
My Healer God; and may my inmoſt Heart 
Love and adore for ever! Otis good 
To wait ſubmiſhve at thy holy Throne, 
To leave Petitions at thy Feet, and bear 
Thy Frowns and Silence with a patient Soul. 
The Hand of Mercy is not ſhort to fave, 
Nor is the Ear of heavenly Pity deaf 
To mortal Cries. It notic'd all my Groans, 
And Sighs, and long Complaints, with wiſe Delay. 
Tho” painful to the Sufferer, and thy Hand 
In proper Moment brought deſir'd Relief, 


RISE from my Couch, ye late enfeebled Limbs, 
Prove your new Strength, and ſhew th' effective Skill | 
Of the Divine Phyſician ; bear away | 

Thie 
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This tottering Body to his ſacred Threſhold : 

There laden with his Honours, let me bow 

Before his Feet ; let me pronounce his Grace, 
Pronounce Salvation thro” his dying Son, 

And teach this finful World the Saviour's Name. 
Then riſe, my hymning Soul, on holy Notes 
Tow'rd his high Throne; awake, my choiceſt Songs, 
Run ecchoing round the Roof, and while you pay 
The ſolemn Vows of my diſtreſsful Hours, 

A thouſand friendly Lips ſhall aid the Praiſe. 


Jesvus, great Advocate, whoſe pitying Eye 
Saw my long Anguiſh, and with melting Heart 
And powerful Interceſſion ſpread'ſt my Woes 
With all my Groans before the Father-God, 
Bear up my Praiſes now; thy holy Incenſe 
Shall hallow all my Sacrifice of Joy, 

And bring theſe Accents grateful to his Ear. 

My Heart and Life, my Lips and every Power 

Snatch'd from the Giaſp of Death, I here devote 

By thy bleſs'd Hands an Offering to his Name, 
Amen, Hallelujah, 


XLVIN, 


XLVIII. 


The DE iST and the CHRISTIAN. 


' APISTUS went into a Church one Morning, 

becauſe he knew not how to employ the Hour, 
and heard the Text read out of Rom. xii. 1. I beſeech 
you therefore, Brethren, by the Mercies of Gop, that 
you preſent your Bodies a living Sacrifice, holy, acceptable 
to God, which is your reaſonable Service, © Well, ſaid 


he to himſelf, „I like this Period; I hope I ſhall 


«© now hear a Piece of Divine Service that has ſome- 
« thing reaſonable in it. It is my Opinion, as well as 
« Pauls, that we ſhould employ theſe living Bodies of 
ec ours to the Service of that GoD- that made us, and 
« the Mercies of God oblige us to it.“ 


TRE Preacher purſued his Subject with much 
Beauty and Juſtneſs of Thought and Stile ; he expa- 
tiated on the various Engagements we lie under to the 
great Go p to preſent our whole Natures and all our 


active Powers as a living Sacrifice to him, Thus far 


Apiſlus was charm'd' with the Performance. But 
after the mention of many of thoſe Mercies of G 
which cblige us to a holy Life, he came at laſt to 
name that illuſtrious Inſtance of Divine Mercy, in 
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fending his own Son CHRIS JEsvs to redeem us 
from Sin and Hell; then he ſhewed that the only 
Ground-and Foundation upon which Go would ae- 
cept this living Sacrifice of our Bodies, was the dying 
Sacrifice of his own Son, whs lere our Sins in his Body 
on the Tree. Here Apiſtus begun to be ruffled à little, 
and as the Sermon went on with ſome Life and Spirit 
on this glorious Subject, he was ſo much diſpleaſed 
with the Preacher, that he roſe up and went out of 
the Church, and with an Air of mingled Indignation 
and Contempt, he told his Neighbour P:than the 
whole Story on the Afonday, 


 Coms, fit down a little, ſaid Pithin, and let us 
examine the Merits of this Cauſe, Our Bible obliges 
us to give to the great Gop our Creator all that rea- 
fonable Service which you pretend to; it teaches us f 
preſent our Bodies, and our Souls too, as a Sacrifice to 
our GOD: The Soul muſt be there, or the Body can 
never be a living Sacrifice. Thus far we agree. Now 
if your Religion be right, the Chriſtian is in a very 
ſafe and ſecure State; for he endeavours to perform alf 
that reaſonable Duty and Service that the Light of 
Nature requires of him as well as you, 


Bur we Chriſtians are taught further to believe, 
that all Men are Sinners; and furely you yourſelf muſt 
acknowledge you have been guilty of many Violations 
of the Law of Gop and Nature, and you have not 
always performed that reaſonable Service to GoD 

which 


| 
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which your own Conſcience requires. Have you not 
too often been tempted to alienate ſome of thoſe very 
Powers of Body or Mind from the Service of God, 
which you had before devoted to him as your living 
Sacrifice © Have your Soul, your Lips, and your Hands 
been always employ'd in their Duty to this Gop ? 
Have you never indulged a criminal Wiſh, never ſpo- 
ken an evil Word, or committed an Action which 
your own Conſcience condemns ? Think of this, 


Apiſtus, and your Conſcience may tell you that you 
are a Sinner too. 


W believe alſo, that without a Sacrifice for Sin, 
there is no Acceptance with GoD, and we have reaſon 
to think that Gop has told us ſo. But this Gop in 
his infinite Mercy has provided ſuch a Sacrifice, he 
has made the Body and Soul of his own Son a dying 
Sacrifice of Atonement ; this is the only Ground of our 
Hope, and *tis a glorious Ground indeed]! Now it our 
Religion be true, what will become of Apiſtus, who 
confeſſes he hath been a Sinner, and yet renounces at 
once this only Hope and this Atonement ? 


Heb. x. 26, 27, 31. For if we ſin wilfully, i. e. by 
renouncing the Chriſtian Sacrifice, after we have re- 
ceived the Kunuwledge of the Truth, there remaineth 19 
more Sacrifice for Sin, but a certain fearful looking for of 
Judgment and fiery Indignation which ſhall devour the 
Adverſaries. And it is a fearful Thing to fall into the 
Hands of the living God, 


XLIX. 
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1 


XIX. 
To PocyonNn,. 


The Miſchief of warm Diſputes and Declamatiant on the 
Controverted Points of CHRISTIANITY, 


Ay Dear P. 


'GAvE your laſt Letter a joyful Entertainment; 
methought it talk'd ſo pleaſingly and ſo long 
with me, as if it meant to make amends for its tedi- 
ous Delay: One of the chief Subjects of its Diſcourſe 
was the extenſive Deſign of Divine Love to Men. I 
have been debating with myſelf, whether I ſhould re- 
turn my Friend an Anſwer to his propoſed Thoughts 
on a Point ſo abſtruſe and difficult: I have not yet de- 
cided the Cauſe for myſelf, for want of ſufficient 
Study and Thoughtfulneſs, tho' you know J have been 
no Stranger to Diligence in Academical Studies theſe 
ſeveral Years paſt : It ſeems to require larger Time, 
and a vaſt and more comprehenſive Survey of Things, 
in order to fix my Opinions in theſe Controverſies, 
or pronounce any thing certain in Doctrines fo much 
diſputed ; unleſs it pleaſe Go p himſelf by a divine Ray 
to ſtrike a powerful Light upon any particular Truth, 
and convey it in that Light to the Underſtanding and 
the 
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the Conſcience of the Enquirer, I'm perſuaded this is 
his frequent Method with humble and tractable Spirits, 
who have not Capacity nor Advantages for a long 
Train of Reaſonings, and Years of Suſpenſe and En- 
quiry, In the mean time I would purſue Knowledge 


with Honeſty and Diligence in the ordinary Methods 
which are ſuited to attain it. 


Wren I'm in doubt about any Point, and ſet my 
Thoughts at work in a ſearch after Truth, I think J 


ought to retire more than hitherto I have done, from 


the noiſy and furious Conteſts which the ſeveral Fac- 
tions and Parties of Chriſtians are engaged. in, I am 
very unwilling to contend in a Diſpute, or. to flouriſh 
in a Declamation upon the Subject into which I'm 
enquiring. Sophiſtry and Oratory throw ſo much 
Paint upon the Queſtion in Diſpute, or raiſe ſo much 
Duſt about it, as to conceal the Truth from the Eye 
of the Mind, and hide the Merits of the Cauſe from 
Reaſon. h 


In Matters of the Chriſtian Faith, I would make 
the Scripture my Guide, and enter into a calm Con- 
ference with myſelf in a Survey of the Oraclesof Gop, 
in order to a Deciſion of the Senſe and Meaning of 
them; not neglecting the Aſſiſtance of pious and learn- 
ed Authors, but converſing very little with the angry 
and ſupercilious. T would with daily and hourly Im- 
portunity addreſs the Father of Lights, to ſhine upon 
kis own Word, and to diſcover his Intent therein. I. 

would. 
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would humbly implore the Spirit of Wiſdom and Re- 
velation to take the Things of CHR1sT, and ſhew them 
to my Underſtanding in a moſt convincing Light, 
and to lead me as it were by the Hand into all 
needful Truths. My Reaſon ſhould be uſed as a ne- 
ceſſary Inſtrument to compare the ſeveral Parts of Re- 
velation together, to diſcover their mutual Explication; 
as well as to judge whether they run counter to any 
Dictates of natural Light. But if an inquiſitive Mind 
overleap the Bounds of Faith, and give the Reins ta 
all our Reaſonings upon Divine Themes in ſo wide and 
open a Field as that of Poſſibles and Probables, *tis no 
eaſy Matter to gueſs where they will ſtop their Career. 
I have made Experiment of this in my own Medita- 
tions; when I have given my Thoughts a-looſe, and 
let them rove without Confinement, ſometimes I ſeem 
to have carried Reaſon with me even to the Camp 
of Sacinus; but then St. John gives my Soul a Twitch, 
and St. Paul bears me back again (if I miftake not his 
Meaning) almoſt to the Tents of John Calvin. Nor 
even then do I leave my Reaſon behind me. So diffi- 
cult a Thing is it to determine by mere Reaſoning 
thoſe Points which can be learnt by Scripture only. 


Bur you would urge me further perhaps to inform 
you, why I am ſo cold and backward to enter into a 
Debate on the Subject you propoſe, and upon which 
you flouriſh with ſuch a Force of Similes, and. in Lan- 
guage ſo bright and pathetick? I am too ſenſible, 
dear Pocyon, and that by reading your Letter, that 

| ſuch 
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ſuch Diſputations can hardly be managed without in- 
tereſting the Affections in them, and Pm afraid to be 
byaſs'd, for I ſeek the Truth. *Tis exceeding hard 
to diſpute without gaining ſome inviſible Prejudice and 
Good-liking to the Opinion we defend. So devoted 
are we to ourſelves, in this dark and degenerate State, 
that Self-Jove too eaſily engages our Favour to the 


Cauſe we have eſpouſed, and for no other Reaſon than 
becauſe we eſpouſed it. Tho' we had no Kindneſs 
defore for an Opinion that we maintain for diſputing- 


fake, yet if a plauſable and ſmiling Argument for it 
occurs in our haſty Thoughts, how prone are we to 


hug the Creature of our Brain, and be almoſt in 
love with the Opinion for the ſake of the Argument? 


I confeſs there are no ſuch formal Reaſonings in our 
Minds as theſe ; yet we are inſenfibly captivated to 


eſteem any thing that proceeds from ourſelves : Our 


Paſſion firſt thinks it Pity that ſuch a happy Argu- 


-ment of our own Invention ſhould be on the falſe Side, 


and by ſecret Inſinuation perſuades the Judgment to 
vote it true, How often have I experienced theſe 
Fallacies working within me in verbal Diſputations 


before my Tutor! And for this Reaſon I have no 


great Eſteem of the Method of our Academical Diſ- 


putes, where the young Sophiſters are obliged to op- 


poſe the Truth by the belt Arguments they can find, 


and the Tutor defends it and afliſts the Reſpondent, 


There is a certain Wantonneſs of Wit in Youth, and 


a pleaſing Ambition of Victory, which works in a 
young warm Spirit, much ſtronger than a Deſire of 


Tr uth, 


— — - 
uu 


—— AS = ..x£ 
— 


in PROS E and VERSE. 191 


Truth. There is a ſtrange Delight in baffling the 
Reſpondent, and it grows bigger ſenſibly, if we can 


put the Preſident to a Puzzle or a Stand. The Ar- 
gument which is ſo ſucceſsful, reliſhes better on the 
Lips of the young Opponent, and he begins to think 


that *tis ſolid and unanſwerable ; *Surely my Tutor's 


« Opinion can hardly be true, and tho' I thought T 
© was put on the Defence of a falſe Doctrine, yet 


« ſince I have found ſo good an Argument for it, I 


ce can hardly believe it falſe.” Then his Invention 
works on to ſtrengthen his Suſpicion, and at laſt he 
firmly believes the Opinion he fought for. Often 
have I been in danger of ſuch Deluſions as theſe, and 
feel myſelf to ready to ſubmit to them now. Even 


2 Cloſet, and Retirement, and our cooleſt Meditations 


are liable to theſe ſecret Sophiſtries, Upon the firſt 
Sight of an Objection againſt our Arguments, our 
Thoughts are ſtrangely hurried away to ranſack the 
Brain for a Reply, and we torture our Invention to 
make our Side have the laſt Word, before we call in 


cool Judgment calmly to decide the Difference ; and 
thus from a hot Defence of our own Reaſonings, we. 


unimaginably ſlide into a cordial Defence of the Cauſe, 


THis unaccountable Prejudice for an Opinion in 
Diſpute, ſticks ſo cloſe to Human Nature, that I 
queſtion whether Pocyen himſelf can boaſt an abſolute 
Freedom. You ſeem, my Friend, to indulge and main- 
tain ſome hard Conſequences now, which ſome time 


ago would have ſtartled your Soul, and affrighted and 
forbid 
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forbid your Aſſent. Farewel, dear Man, and let 
your next Letter proceed on the Philoſophical Themes 
that are beſore us, in which you may expect a bolder 
Freedom of Thought, a more agreeable Reply and 


Correſpondence from 
Yours, &c. 
Southampton, 

1696. | 


S * 


Of Labour and Patience in inſtructing 
MANKIND. 


To Poc vox, complaining of his juſt Anger and me- 
lancholy Reſentment, that he met with ſo many Perſons 
of narrow and uncharitable Souls, obſtinate in Opi- 
nions, and wviilent againſt all other Notions and 
Practices but what themſelves had embraced. 


YESTERDAY, my Friend, I received your long 
Complaint, and I have already five Hundred 
Things to fay to you; for there is not a Perſon 1 


converſe with that can ſtir up the Thoughts which lie 
at the bottom of my Soul like you. All my Notions 


are afloat when I read your Letters, but at preſent tis 
in a troubled Sea; for you expreſs your own Melan- 
choly with fo lively an Air, that it raiſes a Guſt of 

the 
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the ſame Paſſion in me ; tho' Nature has not mingled 
much of that dark Humour in my Conſtitution, If I 
cannot preſent you my Sympathy in ſuch vivid and 
tender Expreſſions as I would, yet I can read over 
your Lines again and again, and ſay I fcel them. 


I couLD help you, methinks, to ſpurn this Globe 
away, and join with you in renouncing Commerce 
with Men, while we ariſe to ſome higher Worlds, 
furniſh'd with Inhabitants of a better Compoſition. 
Or, if this be too bold a Thought, and we cannot 
aſcend above the common Rank of human Nature, 
let us retire from them into ſome ſolitary: Shade, that 
we may be free from their Impertinences ; for we 
can't live happily among the Race which this Earth 
breeds, they are of ſo perverſe a Mold, How have 
I fretted ſometimes to ſtand by and hear the Nonſenſe 
of a brutal World that pretends to Reaſon ! *Tis Edu- 
cation, *tis Paſſion, tis Prejudice, *tis Stubbornneſfs, 
*tis what you will but good Senſe, that commands the 
Judgments, and ſtamps the Opinions of Men. How 
often have I laboured by Reaſons of the brighteſt Evi- 
dence to rectify a groſs and vulgar Miſtake ? But 
Words have been loſt in the Wind : Prejudice and 
Education had eleven Points of the Law, and it was 
impoſſible for Argument to diſpoſſeſs them. "Thoſe Ar- 
guments that I have ſought out from far,and dig'd deep 
for them with the Sweat of my Soul, and have felt and 
yielded to their reſiſtleſs Power, thoſe very Arguments 
(J fay) have been anſwered with a Jeſt or a loud 

| K Laugh, 
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Aainful; and perhaps too, we are ſeldom ſo much in 
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Laugh, and be ſcorn'd by unletter'd Animals, as 
the Leviathan derides and mocks at a Spear of Straw. 
Then, my Friend, I have almoſt regretted the La- 
bours of my Brain, and wonder'd to what Purpoſe I 
had devoted myſelf to Studies that improv'd my Rea- 
ſon. Tis true, our Deſign is to tame and poliſh an 
uncultivated World; but if this World be- ſo mad and 
ſavage as never to be tam'd, then I do but teach an 
Aſs Latin, and waſh an Ætbiop. 


Union of Hearts, and Impotence to bear 

Thy Sorrows, Friend, tranſported me thus far 

With ſymphatick Fury, not my own; 

But now my Reaſon reaſſumes the Throne, 
And ftrikes my Paſſion dumb. 


Were I a heathen Philoſopher, perhaps I might 
thus looſely philoſophiſe ; if I were a mere Orator, or 
a Poet, I would chide and flouriſh at this rate; but as I 
pretend to be a Chriſtian, I muſt recant it all, and 
put theſe cooler Thoughts in the Place of it. 


WuxN our ſovereign Creator form'd our Souls, 
and ſent them to inhabit theſe two Engines of Fleſh, 
which were then a framing for you and me, he knew . 
well what a World he ſent us into, and deſigned 
our Converſe to be with Men (ſhall I ſay) of like In- 
firmities with ourſelves: For if they are perverſe and 
intractable, perhaps we are proud, imperious and diſ- 


the 
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the right as we think ourſelves to be; *tis probable 
that Minds releas'd from Fleſh, and the Genii of a 
higher Region, may ſmile at ſome of the Fooleries and 
airy Shapes of Reaſon which we hug and embrace, as 
much as we do at the ſenſeleſs Notions and obſtinate 
Practices of our Fellow-mortals, whom we have the 
Vanity to think ſo much beneath ourſelves, Poor 
weak Reaſoners are we and they, when compared 
with the Worlds above us! 


Bur to drop this Thought: I ſay ſtill, God de- 
ſigned us to dwell here in ſuch a wretched World, 
and I grant tis no ſmall Part of our State of Trial; but 
to alleviate our Unhappineſs, he has mingled in the 
Maſs of Mankind ſome finer Veins, ſome more intellec- 
tual and unprejudiced Spirits, in whoſe Converſation 
we may find ſuitable Delight, and Pleaſures worthy of 
the rational Nature. Why ſhould not we ſuppoſe there 
are many other Minds as happily turn'd as our own, 
and of ſuperior Size and more divine Temper ? All 
Men have not been bleſs'd with our Advantages, yet 
their native Felicity of Thought may tranſcend ours. 
And as for the reſt, God has ordain'd it our Duty to 
aſſociate with 'em for valuable Ends and Purpoſes in 
his Providence, which regard both them and us. Tis 
our Buſineſs to endeavour to perſuade em to lay aſide 
their miſtaken Notions, to remove all the Biaſſes of 
Error from their Judgment, to quench their Indigna- 
tion againſt Men of different Opinions, and to inlarge 

K 2 their 
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their narrow Souls, tho' we find it a difficult Work. 
J have often ſeen what you complain of, and have 
been ready to conclude that when we have to do with 
vulgar Souls, we ſhould not laviſh away our Labour 
to convince them of innocent Miſtakes in Matters of 
ſmall Importance, but only lay out our Thoughts to 
rectify their Notions in Things that regard their pre- 
ſent or future Welfare. And when we reflect how 
very impotent and low are the Capacities of ſome ig- 
norant Creatures that we have to do with, how ſhort 
their Reaſonings, how few their Advantages to im- 


-prove their Minds, how uncapable their Judgments 


are of growing up to a ſolid and mature State by our 
utmoſt Cultivation, and how unable their Minds 
are in many Caſes to diſcern and diſtinguiſh Truth ; I 
have been tempted to perſuade myſelf, it is not dif- 
honeſt Policy to engage their Affections a little. I 
know well, that the Paſſions were never made to 
judge of Truth; but if we find Perſons who will ne- 
ver judge by any other Rule, I would make Enquiry 
whether we might not in ſome Caſes honeſtly make 
uſe of this. If we find that Aﬀection is the great Gate 
of Entrance into the Judgments of the Multitude, and 
Reaſon is but like the Back-door, or ſome meaner 
Avenue, and ſeldom open'd to let in any Doctrine; 
may we not thence infer, that the ſofter Arts of win- 
ning upon Men, are to be ſtudied by us as well as hard 


Arguments ? 


How 
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How have I mourned inwardly, to conſider that 
even pious and holy Souls have been fo over-run with 
Ignorance and Zeal (that is, with Fire and Dark- 
neſs) and have been fo poſſeſſed with narrow Thoughts 
and uncharitable Notions, that it muſt be the Work 
of an Age, or the Power of a GoD, to correct their 
Errors. Yet I reflect again, that my Maker in his 
wiſe Providence diſpoſed my Lot amongſt Perſons of 
this Conſtitution, and expects that I ſhould carry it 
amongſt them, as it becomes one to whom he has in- 
dulged higher Favours; that I ſhould ſtrive with 
Conftancy to reduce my Neighbours to Thoughtful- 
neſs, Virtue and Religion, and not be tir'd and deſiſt, 
tho? I find but little Succeſs, Tis a coward Soldier, 


that declines the Fight, becauſe he can't every Day 
gain a new Victory. 


Wx I recount how many weary Months 
my Saviour ſpent in preaching divine Doctrines to a 
wild Multitude, and to their more conceited Leaders, 
and how little, very little Fruit he found whilſt he was 
upon Earth ; I perſuade myſelf *twas with a Deſign 
to encourage his Followers in the Goſpel, and become 
a Pattern of Patience to ſuch as ſhould meet with the 
ſame Diſappointments. Thy Iſrael be not gathered, yet 
ſurely my Fudgment is with the Lord, and my Reward 
with my God, If I can't bring Jacob again to his 
Duty, yet ſhall T be glorious in the Eyes of the Lord, and 
my Gad ſhall be my Strength, Iſa. xlix. 4, 5. Theſe 

K-32 were 
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were the Encouragements of the Son of God himſelf, 
when dwelling in feeble Fleſh, and contending with 
an obſtinate and vicious Age; and St. Paul, the next 
in Dignity to the Man Jeſus, expected to be à ſtueet 
Savour unto God in them that periſh, as well as in thiſe 
that were ſaved, 2 Cor. ii. 15. If we can't turn 
ſtupid and headſtrong Sinners from the Errors of their 
Way, we muſt not ſuffer ourſelves to ſwim with the 
Tide, nor fall into a Compliance with their miſtaken 
Notions and Practices. Tis our Buſineſs to move 
Tight onward towards Heaven, through the midſt of 
a Multitude that are travelling another Way. 'The 
greater the Exerciſe of our Patience is, the weightier 
will be our Crown; and if we have broke through a 
Multitude of Difficulties in our Journey toward Para- 
diſe, our Rewards will not be few. He that overcomes, 
hall eat of the Tree of Life. Large, and ſhining, and 
durable Glories, in a rich and pleaſing Variety, are 
made over by Promiſe to thoſe that overcome, if we 
can but read the ſecond and third Chapters of the Re- 
velations, and believe them. 


FaREWEL, my Pocyon, and perſevere in Pa- 
tience to teach Mankind, nor forget to continue your 
heartieſt Love and Inſtructions to 


Your affeftionate Lover and willing Diſciple, 
Newington, 


1697-8. 
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LI. 
Publick DisPpUTAT1ONS, 


SIN CE the true Deſign of Philoſophy is to learn 

and know the Truth, and to render that Know- 
ledge ſubſervient to our Practice and Happineſs here and 
hereafter, how abſurd and impertinent are the Me- 
thods of the Ar:/totelian Schools, who have changed this 
Deſign into mere Saphiſtry and the Art of Diſputation 
They make Lygick and Prime Philaſaphy to be no 
longer the Shop or Work-houſe to form proper In- 
ſtruments to ſearch out Truth, or to teach Virtue, 
for they turn it into a Seminary of Altercations. When 
they ſpeak of a young Philoſopher, there is no Enqui- 
ry how wiſe or how good a Man he is, but how 
skilful a Diſputer. He that knows how to attack and 
foil his Adverſary, to ſtand his Ground and defend 
himſelf and his Theſis againſt all Oppoſition ; this 1s 
the Man of Merit and Honour, Then they imagine 
they have attain'd the moſt plentiful Fruits of Phi- 
loſophy, when they can bravely oppoſe and defend any 
Themes whatſoever in Publick, by Arguments in 


Form and Figure, 


R 4 I will 
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I wiLL not deny but ſome private Converſations in 
the manner of Diſpute may have a Tendency to diſ- 
cover Truth, when they are carried on without Spec- 
tators, without Paſſion or Party-Spirit ; and that on 
this Condition, that on which ſide ſoever Probability 
and Truth appear, each of the Diſputants ſhall be 
ready to give up his own Opinion, and ſurrender it to 
the Force and Evidence of Reaſon. But when Con- 
teſts are ſo managed, that Diſputations are become 
publick Spectacles, and each of the Combatants aim 
at nothing ſo much as always to conquer, and never to 
yield, it is impoſſible that "Truth ſhould ever be ſought 
or found in this manner. Tis much more likely that 
if ſhe were preſent, ſhe would withdraw herſelf from 
ſo profane and ill-deſerving a Rout of Men. Truth 
is loſt in ſuch Diſputing. The genuine Study of 
Truth, which is rue Philoſophy, is a ſerene and gentle 
thing, and may be compar'd to the River Nile, that 
tho' it flows with a ſoft and placid Stream, yet it ren- 
ders the whole Country fruitful, and carries more 
Profit and Plenty with it, than all the Torrents and 
rapid Rivers that pour down with Noiſe and Violence. 


Bur what a ridiculous Scene is a Scholaſtick Diſpu- 
tation] a mere Stage-Play ! where two Combatants 
meet, and with Rounds and Flouriſhes, with many 
Feints and Approachings and Retirings, with Diſtinc- 
tions heap'd upon Diſtinctions, to exclude from the 
Queſtion what no Man ever could doubt or diſpute, 

they 
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they come at laſt to the Point in hand; and their 
grand Deſign is, that each of them may eſcape ſafe, 
without being forced to yield up this Point. Thus 
when they are put to a Plunge, they talk whatſoever 
comes uppermoſt; they raiſe mutual Scoffs and Cla- 
mours and loud Reproaches, and ſcarce withold them- 
ſelves from manual Conflict, when their Tongues 


have done their utmoſt. And if one of them happens 


to ſilence and overwhelm his Adverſary, how vain he 
grows! how he ſwells and exalts himſelf! What Airs 
of Arrogance he afſumes ! as tho” like Hercules he had 
deſtroy'd an Hydra, or like Atlas he had ſupported a 
World ; when perhaps the 'T ruth lies bleeding on the 
Ground, and by his ſophiſtick Subtilties and his bravy- 
ling Battle he has ſupported ſome groſs Error, and 
eſtabliſhed Falſhood in triumph. The great Gafſendus 
was deeply ſenſible of this Folly fourſcore Years ago, 
and declaims againſt the Profeſſors of Ari/tetelian Lo- 
gick and Philoſophy in his Day upon this Account, 


Ver perhaps it is poſſible that Academic Diſputa- 
tions may be reduced to ſuch a Form, and put under 
ſuch Regulations, as to render them ſerviceable for 
ſome good Purpoſes amongſt Students in the Schools. 
But I have diſcourſed more largely on this Subject in 


fome Papers relating to the various Methods of im- 
proving the Mind. 


N 5 III. 
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LIL 


Devotronal WRITING 5s. 


PERUNES it is a Wiſh too glorious and happy 

to be ever fulfill'd in this State of Mortality, to 
ſee all the Diſciples of Chriſt grown up into ſuch a 
Catholick Spirit, as to be ready to worſhip God their 
common Father, through Fe/us their common Me- 
diator, in the ſame Aſſembly, and to join in the ſame 
holy Fellowſhip. There are ſo many Punctilio's of 
Difference to be adjuſted, and ſo many Party-Preju- 
dices to be overcome, that ſuch a Union of Hearts and 
Sentiments lies beyond our preſent Hope. Yet me- 
thinks every Step towards fuch a Union, carries a Bleſ- 
ſing in it, and every Chriſtian ſhould defire to pro- 
mote it. Bohemus was a German Divine, of various 
Knowledge and fedate Judgment, of admirable Tem- 
per and uncommon Piety : He had obſerved long the 


Diſputes and Diviſions in England about the Impoſition 
and the Uſe of Forms of Prayer; he ſtood by as a 


Stranger and Spectator, nor took any Part in the 
Controverſy, but with an indifterent Eye beheld their 
Diſputes, and thought himſelf on that account the 
fitter to become a Moderator between both, being 
under the Influence of no Prejudice nor Party. 


I KNow, 
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I xNow, ſaid he, the Church of England hath 
long Preſcription on their Side for the Uſe of Forms 
in their Publick Aſſemblies, tho' they cannot ſay from 
the firſt Beginning of Chriſtianity, nor will I They 
argue, and with much Force and Evidence, that what 
we addreſs to the great God ought to be duly conſider- 
ed, nor ſhould out Lips pour out Words raſhly, nor 
offer to our Maker the Sacrifice of Fools. What, 
ſay they, cannot Men of Learning, Prudence and 
Piety compoſe better Prayers for us than we can utter 
on a ſudden before God, and much fitter for the Ear 
of his Majeſty? Ought we not to ſerve God with our 
beſt? And when we have ſuch happy, devout and af- 
fectionate Prayers made to our hands, by Men of 
great Worth and ſingular Goodneſs, why ſhould we 
offer up to God ſuch poor, lean, raw Sacrifices, ſuch 
looſe Sentences and weak Expreſſions, as our own 
Thoughts on a ſudden can furniſh us with? 


Besinpes, ſay they, is Invention the chief Ta- 


tent we are called to exerciſe when we bow our 


Knees before God? Is the Toil of our Imagination, 
and the Labour of finding out proper Thoughts and 
Words, our chicf Buſineſs at the Throne of Grace? 
Should not our Faith, our Hope, our Love, our Re- 
pentance for Sin, our Deſire of Mercy, and every 
Chriſtian Virtue which relates to Worthip, be the 


chief Exerciſes of our Spirits? Should not theſe be 


{upremely engaged at ſuch a Seaſon ? Let Fancy and 
Inyen. 


—— . —.' — — 
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Invention therefore lie at reſt, which are meaner 


Powers of the Soul, while the Graces and Virtues, 


and devout Sentiments of the Heart are excited by 
reading or hearing a well compoſed Form. 


Ox the other hand, I know it is the Opinion of 
the Proteſtant Diſſenters, that ſince Prayer is but the 
Expreſſion of our Senſe of divine things to Gop, there 
is no Man, whocan ſpeak his Mother-Tongue, ſo de- 
ſtitute of Words, but that he is able with Eaſe to ex- 
preſs his own Sins and Sorrows, his own Hopes and 
Fears, his own Faith and his Deſires before Gop, 
in ſuch Language as Gop underſtands and accepts; 
and that there is no Man called by Providence to pray 
in the Preſence of others, and to hit up their joint Ad- 
dreſſæs to Heaven, but he is, or ought to be, ſufficient- 
ly furniſhed with Knowledge and Language to perform 
this Part of Worthip in a proper and becoming Man- 
ner, to the Edihcation of himſelf and thoſe who join 
with him. I know allo, faith he, it hath been Matter 
of frequent Complaint among them, that the conſtant 
and unvaried Repetition of Set Forms of Prayer has a 
great Tendency to introduce Coldneſs and Formality 
into Divine Worſhip. Tho” the Confeſſions, the Pe- 
titions and Praiſes are never ſo happily framed, and the 
Expreſſions never ſo proper and pathetick, yet, ſay 


they, where the ſame Set of Words and Phraſes paſs 


over. the Ears in a conſtant Rehearſal, the Soul by de- 
grees loſes. thoſe lively Influences and devout Senfa- 
tions which it at. firſt received from them; and the 

con 
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continual Round of uniform Expreſſions rolling on in a 
beaten Track, makes little more Impreſſion upon the 
Heart, than a Wheel that has often travell'd through a 
harden'd Road. 


AND yet, further they ſay, there is no Man 
knows my Thoughts, my Wants and my Deſires fo 
well as I do myſelf; and where the Heart and the 
Thoughts of a Chriſtian are impriſoned and reſtrain- 
ed by the Words of any Form, ſo as not to give 
himſelf the Liberty of expreſſing his own preſent de- 
vout Breathings towards God, whatſoever holy Ele- 
vations of Soul he may feel within himſelf, this brings 
a heavy Damp upon the inward Devotion of the 
Heart, it binds the Soul in uneaſy Fetters, it appears 
to carry in it a Reſiſtance of theſe good Motions of 
the Bleſſed Spirit, whoſe Aſſiſtance is promiſed us in 
Prayer, becauſe we know not what to pray for as 


- we ought, and the Spirit maketh Interceſſim for us 


(or in us) according to the Mill of God, Rom. viii. 
Such a Reſtraint is indeed painful to a holy and de- 
vout Worſhipper ; it cuts ſhort the Chriſtian in the 
Pleaſure of his Converſe with Heaven, while it makes 
him ſpeak to God the Thoughts of other Men, and 
he neglects his own. 


HAvinG repreſented in ſhort, ſomething of the 
Senſe of both Parties on this Subject, I ſhall not tarry 


now, ſaid Bohemus, to relate how each Party defend 


themſelves againſt the Difficulties objected by the 
; other, 
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other; but I beg leave to interpoſe a little, and en- 
quire why Mankind, when their Sentiments differ, 
ſhould be ſo fond of running into Extremes? Is there 
no Uſe to be made of the devout Compoſures of holy 
Men, without confining ourſelves to all the Words 
and Syllables of their Writings? May we not enjoy 
their Help, without making them our abſolute Dicta- 
tors? Whatſoever Inconvenience may ariſe from the 
conſtant Uſe or unalterable Impoſition of Forms of 
Prayer, yet certainly there is very conſiderable Bene- 
fit and Aſſiſtance in the Chriſtian Life to be derived 
from devotional Compoſitions. Such Forms of pious 
Addreſs to God as are drawn from a ſerious ſenſe of 
divine Things, and framed by a skilful and judicious 
Hand, has given rich Advantages to a ſincere Wor- 
ſhipper, both in ſolitary and ſocial Worſhip. Many 
a holy Soul has found its inward Powers awaken'd and 
excited to lively Religion by ſuch Aſſiſtances; many a 
penitent Groan under the Senſe of Sin, many an ar- 
dent Petition for ſome peculiar Grace or Virtue, 
many a pious Aſpiration of Heart, and many a joy- 
ful Sound of Praife, has aſcended towards Heaven in 
the Words and Language of ſome well-compoſed 
Form. And I am well aſſured the Bleſſed Spirit of 
God neither confines his ſacred Influences to thoſe 
who worſhip without Forms, nor witholds it from 
thoſe who uſe them. Both have need of his Aid, and 
I am perſuaded both do partake of it, 


Ix- 
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INDEED in the Uſe of Forms, there is no need 
of binding ourſelves to a whole Page together, as it 
ſtands in the Book. In the name of God, let us 
ſtand faſt in our Chriſtian Liberty, and maintain a 
juſt Freedom of Soul in our Addreſſes to Heaven; let 
us change, enlarge or contract, let us add or omit, 
according to our peculiar Sentiments, or our preſent 
Frame of Spirit. Mr. Fenks, a pious Divine of the 
Church of England, has written an excellent Treatiſe 
of the Liberty of Prayer, which I dare recommend to 
every fort of Reader. But when we find the Tem- 
per, the Wants and the Wiſhes of our Hearts ſo hap- 
pily expreſs'd in the Words of the Compoſer, as that 
we know not how to frame other Words fo ſuitable 
and ſo expreſſive of our own preſent State and Caſe, 
why ſhould we not addreſs our God and our Saviour 
in this borrowed Language? I confeſs indeed, when 
long Cuſtom has induced a ſort of Flatneſs into theſe 
Sounds, how happily ſoever the Words might be at 
firſt choſen, then perhaps we ſhall want ſomething 
new and various to keep Nature awake to the Devo- 
tion, Or if we {till confine ourſelves entirely to the 
Forms we read, and forbid our Spirits to exert their 
own pious Sentiments, we turn theſe Engines of holy 
Elevation into Clogs and Fetters. But when Chri- 
ſtians make a prudent uſe of them, they have fre- 
quently experienced unknown Advantage and De- 
light. A dull and heavy Hour in the Cloſet has been 
relieved by the Uſe of ſuch devout Compoſures of 
mingled Meditation and Prayer; and many a dry 


and 


208 Miſcellaneous Thoughts, 


and barren Heart has been enabled to offer up the Firſt- 
Fruits of a ſweet Sacrifice to God in the Words of 
another Man. The Fire of Devotion has been kind- 
led by the Help of ſome ſerious and pathetick Forms, 
and the Spirit of the Worſhipper, which has been 
ſtraiten'd and bound up in itſelf, has found a bleſſed 
Releaſe by the Pen of ſome pious Writer. The Wings 


of the Soul have been firſt expanded toward God and 


Heaven by ſome happy Turn of fervent and holy 
Language; ſhe has been lifted up by this Aſſiſtance 
above the Earth and Mortality ; then fhe has given 
herſelf a more unconfined and various Flight in the 
upper Regions, ſhe has traverſed the heavenly World, 
ſhe has felt herſelf within the Circle of divine Attrac- 
tion, and has dwelt an Hour with God. 


THE good Man Bphemus had warmed his Imagi- 
nation a little by this vivid manner of repreſenting the 
Argument. His Soul catch'd Fire, was ſeized with a 
ſacred Enthuſiaſm, and broke out in the following 
Tranſport. 


Hail, Hebrew Pfalmiſt-King ! Hail, happy Hour! 
T ſee, I hear, I feel the ſovereign Power 
Of Language fo devout. Th' immortal Sound 
Trills thro' my Vitals with a pleaſing Wound, 
And mortal Paſſions die. Devotion reigns, 


Earth diſappears, her Mountains and her Plains ; 5 


I foar, I pray, I praiſe in David's heavenly Strains. 


Here 


3 n 
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Here Thoughts divine in living Words expreſt, 
Pour'd out and copy'd glowing from the Breaſt, 
Spread o'er the ſacred Page ; what Eye, what Heart, 
Can read the Rapture, and not bear its Part 

In holy Elevation? 

Where Love and Joy exult, the glorious Line 
Gives the ſame Paſſione, ſpreads the Fire divine, 
And kindles all the Reader. See him riſe 

On Wings of Extaſy, ſhoot thro' the Skics, 

And mix with Angels: Hail, ye Choirs above, 
Where all is holy Joy, where all is heavenly Love 


If Sins review'd in trickling Sorrows flow; 
The Page conveys the penitential Wo, 
And ſtrikes the inmoſt Spirit, Conſcience hears 
The Words of Anguiſh, and diſſolves in Tears. 
Ev*n Iron Souls relent, and Hearts of Stone 
Burſt at theſe Mournings, and repeat the Groan: 
God and his Power are there, 


Formiſtes and Libere were preſent while Bohemus was 
carry'd away in this ſurprizing Rapture. The laſt had 
been educated in too great an Averſion to Forms of 
Prayer, and the firſt never thought of addreſſing God 
without *em ; but both were deeply ſtruck with Con- 
viction at this Speech of Bohemus : They confeſs'd that 
they had liv'd all their Days in Extremes, and begun 
to confeſs their Miſtake, 


© SURELY, fays Libero, written Prayers are not 
fuch formidable Things as I once imagined them, 
eſpecially 
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eſpecially ſince we are not pinned down to every Sen- 
tence, but maintain a juſt Liberty to alter as we 
pleaſe. And yet further, now I think of it, Chri- 
ſtians of every Party find it no Hindrance to the de- 
vout Melody and Praiſe which they offer to God, 
that they have the Words of a ſacred Song provided 
for them before-hand; and *tis as certain that compo- 
ſed Forms of Prayer are evidently uſeful, if not neceſ- 
ſary, for the Aſſiſtance of Children, to train them up 
to this Part of Worſhip, and lead them in the Way 
to private Devotion in their younger Years ; and why 
ſhould they not be happy Expedients to relieve the 
Weakneſs of the Bulk of Chriſtians ? Certainly 
they are fo, reply'd Bohemus ; for if we conſider Man- 
kind in the various Ranks, Conditions: and Circum- 
ſtances of Life, and take a juſt Survey of the many 
Infirmities that ſurround human Nature, and the nu- 
merousWeights that hang upon the Soul ; if we obſerve 


the perpetual Diverſion from the Things of God, to 


which the Mind is expoſed by conſtant Buſineſs in the 


World; if we think of the low Capacity, ſcanty Fur- 


niture and poor Invention of many ſerious Perſons 
whoſe Hearts have a ſincere Tendency toward God, 
and their want of Words to expreſs even the pious 
Thoughts that ariſe within 'em; may we not ſuppoſe 
that they would be thankful for ſome ſuch Aſſiſtances 
in this Work of inward Religion, if they were but 
once furgiſh'd with them by their Friends, and en- 
couraged to make uſe of them: and even the wiſeſt 


and beſt of Men might be glad of them at ſome Sea- 


ſons, | AND 
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Ann let me add alſo, faid he, there is many 
a Family which would have lived to this Day with- 
out paying Homage to the God of Nature and Grace 
in ſocial Worſhip, which has been enabled by the 
Help of pious' Forms to maintain daily Religion in 
the Houſe, and the Children and the Servants of the 
Family have been trained up to conftant Devotion and 
daily Acknowledgment of God, by theſe Aſſiſtances, 
borrowed from holy and skilful Writers, And God 
forbid that any Houſe among Chriſtians ſhould be 
prayerleſs, ſince theſe devout Compoſitions are ſo eaſy 
to be had, 


THis is well known and abundantly practiſed 
amongſt the Chriſtians of the Eſtabliſh'd Church, 
and they rejoice in it as their Privilege and their 
conſtant Bleſſing ; whereas I fear there are ſome a- 
mong the Proteſtant Diſſenters have been educated 
with ſuchan unreaſonable and ſuperſtitious Averſion to 
all precompoſed Prayers, thata few of them, even to 
this Day, are hardly willing that Children and igno- 
rant Perſons ſhould uſe them. And there are but few, 
I doubt, who give themſelves leave to make a full and 
proper Uſe of ſuch Advantages with which our Nation 
and our Age are furniſhed. Dr. Patrick, Dr. Innet, 
Dr. Meriton, and Mr, Fenks, with ſeveral other worthy 
Divines, have done much this Way ; ſome of the 
Diſſenters themſelves have given Aſſiſtance in this Af- 
fair, and have compoſed Forms of Addreſs to God 

upon 
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upon the common Occaſions of Life, as well as upon 
the various Themes of the Chriſtian Religion. Mr. 
Baxter in the laſt Age, and Mr. Hmve; and in this 
Century Mr. Murrey, Mr. Bourne, and others; and 
I wiſh this fort of Devotional Writings were multi- 
ply'd among them. 


I ACKNOWLEDGE, ſays Libero, this is the Caſe ; 
we have ſome unhappy Prejudices ſtill hanging about 
our Spirits, in making a religious Uſe .of written 
or printed Prayers, either in our Retirements, or in 
the Family; and I am now ſeniible this has bereaved 
us of thoſe Advantages for the Religion of the Cloſet 
and the Houſhold, which our Neighbours pa take of, 
and which we might enjoy with great Liberty of Soul, 
and rejoice in with rich Improvement. I thank you 
from my Heart, dear Pohemus, for the Leſſon I have 
learnt of you this Day, and I will endeavour that 
many of my Friends ſhall learn it too, that they may 
no more renounce that ſpiritual Aſſiſtance and Relief 
which may be borrowed from pious Compoſures; and 
eſpecially that Maſters of Families may begin to make 
a happy uſe of them in their Houſhold, and worſhip 
GoD by theſe Helps, when they want them, without 
the leaſt Reſtraint laid either upon the juſt Freedom of 
their own Spirits, or the Hopes of divine Influences. 


AN PD I, for my Part, faith Formiſtes, return you 
my ſincere Thanks, good Bohemus, that you have 
mark'd out ſo happy a Medium between an utter Re- 

jection 


* 
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jection of all Forms of Prayer, and an abſolute Con- 
finement of ourſelves to them. I cannot but ac- 
knowledge I have ſometimes found inward Motions of 
Repentance for particular Sins, of humble Defires to- 
wards Go p, and Wiſhes for Aſſiſtance againſt particu- 
lar Temptations and Snares, while I have been reading 
my written Devotions z and yet I was unwilling to ex- 
preſs them with my Tongue, left I ſhould utter any 
thing raſhly before Gop. But upon what you have 
ſaid, I now give myſelf leave to think, that the 
ſincere Workings of a Man's Heart towards Virtue 
and Religion, and things of the upper World, are beſt 
known to himſelf, and may be expreſs'd by himſelf, 
when they ariſe in his Heart, in ſuch Language as a 
gracious GoD will accept. I ſhall never more there- 
fore ſuppreſs theſe good Deſires for want of Courage 
to utter them; but while I make uſe of Forms of 
Worſhip compoſed by pious and learned Men, I ſhall 
remember that they were deſigned only as Aſſiſtances 
to my Devotion, and not impoſe em on my Conſcience 
as Reſtraints upon all the good Motions of the Bleſſed 
Spirit,, which our Church teaches us humbly to pray 
for, and to expect according to the divine Promiſe, 
And ſince the Holy Scripture often requires us to pray 
to Gop, but never preſcribes to us whether we ſhould 
uſe our own Words, or the Words of other Men, I 
vill learn for the future to look upon that as a Matter 
of greater Indifference than I once thought it, and not 
make that a Duty for myſelf, which Go p has not 
made ſo, nor charge my Neighbour Libero with Sin, 


for 


4 
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for praying in ſuch a free Manner as God has never 
forbid, | 


LIII. 


An ELEGY on SOPHRONIA, who died 
of the Small-Pox, 1711. 


SOP HR ON is introduced ſpeaking, 


J. 
POrbear, my Friends, forbear, and ask no more, 
Where all my chearful Airs are fed ? 
Why will ye make me talk my Tormeats o'er ? 
My Life, my Joy, my Comfort's dead. 


II. 
Deep from my Soul, mark how the Sobs ariſe, 
Hear the long Groans that waſte my Breath, 
And read the mighty Sorrow in my Eyes, 
Lovely Sæphronia ſleeps in Death. 


III. 
Unkind Diſeaſe, to vail that roſy Face 
With Tumours of a mortal Pale, 
While mortal Purples with their diſmal Grace 
And double Horror ſpot the Vail. 


IV. 
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IV. 
Uncomely Vail, and moſt unkind Diſcaſe ! 
Is this Sphronia, once the Fair? 
Are theſe the Features that were born to pleaſe ? 
And Beauty ſpread her Enfigns there ? 


V. 
T was all Love, and ſhe was all Delight. 
Let me run back to Seaſons palt ; 


Ah flow'ry Days, when firſt ſhe charm'd my Sight 1 ' 
But Roſes will not always laſt, | 


VI. 


Yet ſtill Sphronia pleas'd. Nor Time, nor Care, 
Could take her youthful Bloom away : 

Virtue has Charms which nothing can impair; 
Beauty like her's could ne'er decay. 


VII. 
Grace is a ſacred Plant of heavenly Birth: 
The Seed deſcending from above 
Roots in a Soil refin'd, grows high on Earth, 
And blooms with Life, and Joy, and Love. 


VIII. 
Such was Sephronia's Soul. Celeſtial Dew, 
And Angels Food were her Repaſt : 
Devotion was her Work ; and thence ſhe drew 
Delights which Strangers never taſte, 


IX, 
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IX. 
Not the gay Splendors of a flatt'ring Court 
Could tempt her to appear and ſhine : 
Her ſolemn Airs forbid the World's Reſort ; 
But I was bleſt and ſhe was mine. 


k 4 
Safe on her Welfare all my Pleaſures hung, 
Her Smiles could all my Pains controul ; 
Her Soul was made of Softneſs, and her Tongue 
Was ſoft and gentle as her Soul. 


XI. 
She was my Guide, my Friend, my earthly All ; 
Love grew with every waning Moon : 
Had Heav'n a Length of Years delay'd its Call, 
Still I had thought it call'd too ſoon, 


XII. 
But Peace, my Sorrows! nor with murmuring Voice 
Dare to accuſe Heaven's high Decree: 
She was firſt ripe for everlaſting Joys; 
Saphron, {ſhe waits above for thee, 


LIV, 
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. 
ere 


On the much lamented DEATH r 
Mrs. ELIZABETH BU Rx, 


Late Mie of the Reverend Mr. Sa uuEL Bury 
of Briſtol, annexed to ſome Memoirs of her Life drawn 
up by him; but collected out of her own Papers, 


HE muſt aſcend ; her "Treaſure lies on high, 
And there her Heart is. Bear her thro' the Sky 
On Wings of Harmony, ye Sons of Light, 
And with ſurrounding Shields protect her Flight. 
Teach her the wond'rous Songs yourſelves compoſe 
For yon bright World; ſhe'll learn 'em as ſhe goes; 
The Senſe was known before: Thoſe ſacred Themes, 
The Gop, the SaviouR, and the flowing Streams 
That ting'd the curſed Tree with Blood divine, 
Purchas'd a Heaven, and waſh'd a World from Sin; 
'Fhe Beams, the Bliſs, the Viſion of that Face 
Where the whole Godhead ſhines in mildeſt Grace; 
'Theſe are the Notes for which your Harps are ſtrung, 
"Theſe were the Joy and Labour of her Tongue 
In our dark Regions. Theſe exalted Strains 
Brought Paradiſe to Earth, and ſooth'd her Pains. 
L Souls 
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Souls made of pious Harmony and Love, 
Can be no Strangers to their Work above. 


BuT muſt we loſe her hence ? The Muſe in Pain 
Regrets her Flight, and calls the Saint again, 
Stay, gentle Spirit, ſtay. Can Nature find 
No Charms to ho!d the once-unfetter'd Mind ? 
Muſt all thoſe Virtues, all thoſe Graces ſoar 
Far from our Sight, and bleſs the Earth no more? 
Muſt the fair Saint to Worlds immortal climb, 
For ever loſt to all the Sons of Time ? 
O, no; ſhe is not loſt. Behold her here, 
How juſt the Form! how ſoft the Lines appear 
The Features of her Soul, without Diſguiſe, 
Drawn by her own bleſs'd Pen : A ſweet Surprize 
To mourning Friends. The Partner of her Cares 
Seiz'd the fair Piece, and waſh'd it o'er with Tears, 
Dreſs'd it in Flowers, then hung it on her Urn, 
A Pattern for her Sex in Ages yet unborn. 
| [ Lines, 
 DAUGHTERs of Eve, come, trace theſe heavenly 
Feel with what Power the bright Example ſhines ; 
She was what you ſhould be. Young Virgins, come, 
Drop'a kind Tear, and dreſs you at her Tomb: 
Gay Silks and Diamonds are a yulgar Road ; 
Her radiant Virtues ſhould create'the Mode. 
Matrons, attend her Hearſe with Thoughts refin'd, 
Gaze and tranſcribe the Beauties of her Mind, 
And let her live in you. The Meek, the Great, 
The Chaſte, yet Free; the Chearful, yet Sedate : 
Swift 
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Swift to Forgiveneſs, but to Anger ſlow, 

And rich in ſolid Learning more than Show, 

With Charity and Zeal, that rarely join, 

And all the human Graces and divine, 

Reign'd in her Breaſt, and held a pleaſing Strife | 
Thro' every ſhifting Scene of various Life, 8 
The Maid, the Bride, the Widow, and the Wife. 


Nor need a manly Spirit bluſh to gain 
Exalted Thoughts from her ſuperior Vein. 
Attend her Hints, ye Sages of the Schools, 
And by her nobler Practice frame your Rules. 
Let her inform you to addreſs the Ear 
With conquering Suaſion, or Reproof ſevere, 
And ſtill without Offence, Thrice happy Soul, 
That could our Paſſions, and her own controul; 
Could wield and govern that unruly Train, 

[ Senſe, Fancy, Pleaſure, Fear, Grief, Hope and Pain, 

And live ſublimely good ! Behold her move 
Thro' Earth's rude Scenes, yet point her Thoughts 
Seraphs on Earth pant fer their native Skies, [ above. 
And Nature feels it painful not to riſe. 


Ys venerable Tribes of holy Men, 
Read the Devotions of her Heart and Pen, 
And learn to pray and die, Buriſſa knew 
'To make Life happy, and reſign it tog. 
The Soul that oft had walk'd th' ethereal Road, 
Pleas'd with her Summons, took her farewel F light 


[to GoD, 
L 2 Bur 
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Bur ne'er ſhall Words, or Lines, or Colours paint 
Th' immortal Paſſions of th* expiring Saint, 
What Beams of Joy (Angelick Airs) ariſe 
O'er her pale Cheeks, and ſparkle thro' her Eyes 
In that dark Hour ! how all ſerene ſhe lay 
Beneath the Openings of celeſtial Day 
Her Soul retires from Senſe, refines from Sin, 

While the deſcending Glory wrought within; 
Then in a ſacred Calm reſign'd her Breath, 
And as her Eyelids clos'd, ſhe ſmil'd in Death, 


O may ſome pious Friend, who weeping ſtands 
Near my laſt Pillow with uplifted Hands, 
Or wipes the mortal Dew from off my Face, 
Witneſs ſuch Triumphs in my Soul; and trace 
The Dawn of Glory in my dying Mein, 
'While on my lifeleſs 88 ſuch heavenly Smiles are 
(ſeen |! 


September 29. 
I 720, 
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LV. 
An Elegiac ODE at the DEATH of 


Sir Thomas ABNEY, Knight and 
Alderman of London, Feb. 6. 1721-2, 


in the 83d Year of his Age. 


Affix' d to ſome ME MO IRS of his LIF E, 


And Inſcribed to 
The LADY A BNE. 


MAD AM, 


72 UR Grief is great and juſt. It is not in the Power 

of Verſe to charm it : Your Comforts muſt ariſe from 
a b Spring. My Reſidence in your Family hath 
made me a Witneſs to the Luſtre of Sir THOMAS AB- 
NEY's Character, and to the Years of your Felicity 


and I bear a ſenſible Share in the Sorrows that are ſhed 
on his Tomb. 


The Nation mourns a good Man left from the midſt 
of us, a publick Bleſſing vaniſh'd from the Earth. The 
City mourns the Loſs of a moſt excellent Magiſtrate, 

L 3 a 
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a ſure Friend to Virtue, and a Guardian to the 
publick Peace, The Church of CHRIST mourns @ 
beautiful Pillar taken from the Support and Ornament of 
the Temple. All theſe are publick Sorrows ; but your 
Loſs, Mapam, carries a Pain in it, that muſt be un- 
known to all but ſuch as knew the domeſtick Virtues of the 
Deceaſed 


Thife who have the Honour of your Ladyſbip's Acquaint- 
ence, can tell whence you derive your daily Canſolations ; 
even from that World where your departed Relative drinks 
them at the Fountain Head. O may thoſe Streams deſcend 
in full Meaſure hourly, and refreſh yourſelf and your 
HAcurning Houſe ! 


But if a Verſe cannot give Comfort to the Living, 
yet it may do Honour to the Dead: and tis for this Rea- 
fon that your Ladyſhip defires a Verſe to attend theſe few 
Memorials of Sir T ROMAS ABNEY's Life, His Mo- 
deſty hath concealed a thouſand Things from the World 
which might have ſtood as Witneſſes of hisPrety and Good- 
neſs, but he thought it ſufficient that his Record was on 
high ; yet your unfeigned Love follows him to the Grave, 
and would do every thing that might adorn his Name and 
Memory. Since you have call'd me to this Piece of Ser- 
vice, the Obligations that your Ladyſbip hath laid upon me 
are ſtrong enough to ſummon up my youthful Powers and 
Talents, even when I look upon them as buried and al- 


moſt fergatten, 
BE- 
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BESI ůUESs, Ma DAM, there arr foe Ocetti'e 
yences that can of themſelves rouze ihe Muje fein 
the Crepe? Sleep. Poeſy is not always unden the Cine 
mand of the Mill. As there have been Occaftins hes e- 
tifore when I have wiſhed to riſes but the Imagi- 
nation has refuſed ts aitend the Tiſh; [5 there are 

Seaſons when Verſe comes alms/! without a Call, and 
the TFill might reſiſt in vain. A jew ſuch Seafvis 
070 met with in the Courſe of my Life, and ſomi 

them have fotind me even in the Chambers of Death, 
I ben I have ſpent Days in the midſt of Menriing, 
and the whole Soul hath been turned to Sorrow, the 
Harp hath ſounded of its mwn accord, and awaken d 
all the deoleful Strings. Such was the Hour when your 
Dear and Honoured Brother Mr. THOMAS GUN- 

s rON departed this Life ; and ſuch is the prefent 
Providence. Uncommon IWorth forſaking cur World, 


ftrikes all the Powers of Nature with Sentiments of 


Honour and Grief, and the Hand and the Heart conſent 
to raiſe a Monument of Love and Sorrow, 


AccEPeT then, Honoured MAD Au, theſe 
Lines of Elegy, as a fincere Pledge of the greateſt 
Veneration which my Heart pays to the Memory of 
Sir THOMAS ABNEY. How far ſoever the 
Verſe may fall below the Theme, yet now it muff 
always live, ſince it is join'd to theſe Memoirs, and 


attach d to a Character that cannot die, And while 


L 4 ſucceeding 
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ſucceeding Ages ſhall read the Hmours due to the De- 
ceaſed, let them know alſo the Gratitude I pay to your 


_ Ladyſhip, for the ſignal n of many Years con- 


fer'd on 
Your LADVYSEBIP's 
Moſt obliged, and 


Obedient Servant, 


I, WAr rs. 


AT 


1 
4 
4 
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AT THE 


Dx armTun of that excellent Man 


Sir THOMAS ABNEY, 


A SoLIiLIQUY, or MouRninG MEDITATION, 


Quis deſiderios fit pudor aut modus 
Tam chari capitis ® pracipe lugubres 
Cantus, Melpomene. 


Ergime ABNEIUM perpetuns ſepor 

Urget £ Cui pudir & juſlitie foror 

Incorrupta fides, ' nudaque veritas, 
Duando ullum invenient parem? HOR, 


PARTE 
His private LIFE. 


I. 
BNET exnires, A general Groan | 
1 Sounds through the Houſe, How muſt a Friend 
behave | : 
Where Death and Grief have rais'd their Throne, 
And the ſad Chambers ſcem th' Apartments of the 
Grave? 


L 5 II. Shall 


— — 
2 


r ⁰ r —— 


226 Miſcellaneous Thoughts, 


II. 
Shall I appear amongſt the chief 
Of Mourners, wailing o'er the dear Deceas'd ? 
Or muſt I ſeek to charm their Grief, 


And in Diſtreſs of Soul to comfort the Diſtreſs'd ? 


III. 
I mourn by turns, and comfort too: 
He that can feel, can eaſe another's Smart ; 
The Drops of {ſympathetic Woe 
Convey the heavenly Cordial warmer to the Heart. 


IV. 


We mourn a thouſgnd Joys deceas'd, 
We name the Husband with a mournful Tongue; 


He, when the Powers of Life decreas'd, 
Felt the diviner Flames of Love for ever young. 


1 
Thrice happy Man ! Thrice happy Pair 


If Love could bid approaching Death remove, 


The painful Name of Widoio here 
Had ever been unknown : But Death 1s deaf to . e. 


VI. 


* ALBINA mourns, ſhe mourns alone, 
Her Grief unrival'd in a Houſe of Tears, 


» The Lady ABNEY. | 
The 


| 
i 
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The Partner of her Soul is gone, 
Who doubled all her Joys, and half ſuſtain'd her Cares. 


VIL 
See the fair Offpring of the Dead, 
With their young Griefs A/b;na they inclote, 
Beſide the Father's dying Bed; 
And as her Woes increaſe, their Love and Duty grows, 


VIII. 


The Children feel the Mather's Pain, 

1Down their pale Cheeks the trickling Sorrows rol! ; 
The Mother ſees and weeps again, 

With all the tender Paſſions ſtruggling in her Soul. 


IX. 


The tender Pafhons reign and ſpread 

Thro' the whole Houſe, and to the Courts deſcend : 
We mourn the beſt of Brothers dead; 

Ve mourn the kindeſt Haſter, and the firmeſt Friend, 


X. 


We mourn ; but not as Wretches do, 
Where vicious Lives all Hope in Death deſtroy : 
A falling Tear is Nature's due; 
But Hope climbs high, and borders on celeſtial Joy. 


XI. 
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| XI. 
There ſits the late departed Saint *; 
There dwells the Husband, Father, Brother, Friend : 
Then let us ceaſe the fore Complaint, 
Or mingled with our Groans let Notes of Praiſe aſcend. 


XII. 

Great God, to thee we raiſe our Song, 
Thine were the Graces that inrich'd his Mind; 
We bleſs thee, that he ſhone ſo long, 

And left fo fair a Track of pious Life behind. 


* Tuftum & tenacem propofiti virum, &c. 
Hac arte ------ Enixus arces attigit zpneas, Hor, 


PART II. 


. His Public CHARACTER and DEATH. 


UT can domeſtic Sorrow ſhew 
A Nation's Loſs? Can private Tears ſuffice 
To mourn the Saint and Ruler too, 
Great Names, ſo rarely join'd below the bliſsful Skies? 


II. 
Could ABN EV in our World be born, 


Could ABN EV live, and not Britannia {mule * ä 
Or 
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Or die, and not Britannia mourn *, 


When ſuch ethereal Worth leſt our degenerate Iſle ? 


III. 
Twas heavenly Wiſdom, Zeal divine, 
Taught him the Balance and the Sword to hold : 


His Looks with facred Juſtice ſhine 
Beyond tae ſcarlet Honours, or the wreathen Gold. 


on IV. 
Truth, Freedom, Courage, Prudence ſtood 
Attending, when he fill'd the ſolemn Chair: 
He knew no Friendſhips, Birth, nor Blood, 


Nor Wealth, nor gay Attire, when Criminals were 
(there f. 


V. 
He ſign' d their Doom with ſteady Hand; 
Yet Drops of Pity from his Eyelids roll: 


*Cunctis 2//e bonis flebilis occidit, Hor. 


4 Eft animus tibi 
Rerumgue prudens, & ſecundis 
Temforibus, dubiiſque rectus; 
Vindex avare fraudis, & abſiinens 
Ducentis ad ſe cuncta pecunie. 
— Bonus atque fidus 
Fudex boneftum pretulit utili, & 
Reject alto dona nocentium 


Valtu Hos. 


ö 
| 
| 


2 
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He puniſh'd to reform the Land, 
With Terror on his Brow, and Mercy in his Soul, 


VI. 
His Tongue was much unskill'd to chide; 
N Soft were his Lips, and all his Language ſweet : 
ö His Soul diſdain'd the Airs of Pride, 
Yet Love and Reverence greet him thro' the crouded 


(Street, 
VII. 
Godlike he liv'd and acted here, 
Moving unſeen, and ſtill ſublimely Great; 
Vet when his Country claim'd his Care, 
Deſcending he appear'd, and bore the Pomp of State. 


VIII. 


He more than once oblig'd the Throne, 

And ſav'd the Nation; yet he ſhun'd the Fame, 
Careleſs to make his Merit known. 

The Chri/tian hath enough, that Heaven records his 


(Name. 
IX. | 


His humble Soul convers'd on high ; 
Heaven was his Hope, his Reft, his native Home : 


Qui querit Pater urbium 
Subſcribi flatuis, indomitam audeat 
Refrenare licentiam, 


Cedes, & rabiem tollere civium — Hor, 


His 


— —— —lVxLI!l(ꝛ Oe 
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His Treaſures lay above the Sky ; 
Much he poſſeſt on Earth, but more in Worlds to 
a (come. 
X. 
With ſilent Steps he trac'd the Way 
To the fair Courts of Light, his wiſf'd Abode ; 
Nor would he ask a Moment's Stay, 
Nor make the Convoy wait, that call'd his Soul to. 
[Gop 
XI, 
See the good Man with Head reclin'd, 
And peaceful Heart, reſign his precious Breath: 
No guilty Thoughts oppreſs his Mind; 
Calm and ſerene his Life, ſerene and calm his Death, 


XII. 


Laden with Honours and with Years, 
His vigorous Virtue ſnot a youthful Ray; 
And while he ends his Race, appears 
Bright as the Setting-Sun of a long cloudleſs Day. 


XIII. 
Spent with the Toil of buſy Hours, 
Nature retir'd, and Life ſunk down to ſſeep: 
Come, dreſs the Bed with fadeleſs Flowers, 
Come, Angels, round his Tomb immortal Vigils keep, 


XIV. 
The Heart of every Briten rears 


A Monument to A BNE v's ſpotleſs Fame: 
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The Pencil faints, the Muſe deſpairs; 
His Country's Grief and Love muſt eternize his Name. 


Sic cecinit mœrens, 
Inter mereores dome ſticas, 
Et pacriæ ſue lactus, 


LVI. 


Entrance upon the World. 


S NO was a young Man brouglt up to a re- 

putable Trade; the Term of his Apprenticeſhip 
was almoſt expired, and he was contriving kow he 
might venture into the World with Safety, and pur- 
fue Buſineſs with Innocence and Succeſs. Among his 
near Kindred, Serenus was one, a Gentleman of con- f 
ſiderable Character in the ſacred Profeſſion; and aſter 
he had conſulted with his Father, who was a Mer- 
chant of great Eſteem and Experience, he alſo 
thought fit to ſeek aWord of Advice irom the Divine, 
Serenus had ſuch a Reſpect for his young Kinſman, 
that he ſet his Thoughts at Work on this Subject, and 


with ſome tender Expreſſions, which melted the 
Youth 


Cle woe ͤ ͤ[?F— inn} 1 8 
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Youth into Tears, he put into his Hand a Paper of 
his beſt Counſels. Curino entered upon Buſineſs, pur- 
ſued his Employment with uncommon Advantage, 
and under the Blefiing of Heaven advanced him- 
ſelf to a conſiderable Eſtate. He lived with Honour in 
the World, and gave a Luftre to the Religion which 
he profeſs'd; and after a Jong Life of Picty and Uſe- 
tulneſs, he died with a ſacred Compoſure of Soul, un- 
der the Influences of the Chriſtian Hope, Some of his 
Neighbours wondered at his Felicity in this World, 
join'd with fo much Innocence, and ſuch ſevere Vir- 


tue. But after his Death this Paper was found in his 


Cloſet, which was drawn up by his Kinſman in holy 
Orders, and was ſuppoſed to have a large Share in 
procuring his Happineſs, 


ADvices fo a YouNG MAN. 


L.K INSMAN, I preſume you defire to be hap- 
| py here, and hereafter : you know there are 
a thouſand Difficulties which attend this Purſuit 
ſome of them perhaps you foreſee, but there are Mul- 
titudes which you could never think of, Never truſt 
therefore to your an Under/tanding in the things of 
this World, where you can have the Advice of a 
wiſe and faithful Friend; nor dare venture the more 
important Concerns of your Soul, and your eternal In- 


tereſts in the World to come, upon the mere Light of 


Nature, and the Difates of your own Reaſon; ſince the 
Mord of God, and the Advice of Heaven, lies in 


VOuTr 
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your Hands. Vain and thoughtleſs indeed are thoſe 
Children of Pride, who chuſe to turn Heatherns in the 
midſt of Great Britain; who live upon the mere Re- 
ligion of Nature and their own Stock, when they have 
been trained up among all the ſuperior Advantages 
of Chriſtianitv, and the Bleſſings of divine Revelation 
and Grace. 


II. WHATSOEVER your Circumſtances may 
be in this World, ſtill value your Bille as your beſt I rea- 
ſure; and whatſoever be your Employment here, ſtill 
look upon Religion as your beſt Buſineſs. Your Pille 
contains eternal Life in it, and all the Riches of the 


upper World; and. Religion is the only way to become 
a Poſſeſſor of them. 


III. To direct your Carriage towards God, con- 
verſe particularly with the Book of P/alms; David 
was a Man of ſincere and eminent Devotion. To 
behave aright among Men, acquaint yourſelf with the 
whole Book of Proverbs: Solomon was a Man of large 
Experience and Wiſdom. And to perfect your Di- 

rections in both theſe, read the Goſpels and the Epiſtles ; 
you will find the beſt of Rules and the beſt of Exam- 
ples there, and thoſe more immediately ſuited to the 


Chriſtian Life. 


IV. As a Man, maintain firict Temperance and 
Sobriety, by a wiſe Government of your Appetites f 
and Paſſions; as a Nei7hbour, influence and engage all 

around 


— 
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around you to be your Friends, by a Temper and 
Carriage made up of Prudence and Goodneſs ; and let 
the Poor have a certain Share in all your yearly Pro- 
fits. As a Trader, keep that golden Sentence of our 
Saviour's ever before you, Mhatſoever you would that 
Men ſhould do unto you, do you alſo unto them, 


V. WHiLE you make the Precepts of Scripture 
the conſtant Rule of your Duty, you may with Cou- 
rage reſt upon the Promiſes of Scripture as the Springs 
of your Encouragement. All divine Afﬀiſtances and 
divine Recompences are contained in them. The 
Spirit of Light and Grace is promiſed to aſſiſt them 


that ask it. Heaven and Glory are promiſed to re- 
ward the Faithful and the Obedient. 


VI. Ix every Affair of Life, begin with Cod. Con- 
ſult him in every thing that concerns you, View 
him as the Author of all your Bleſfings and all your 
Hopes, as your beſt Friend and your eternal Portion. 
Meditate on him in this View, with a continual Re- 


newal of your Truſt in him, and a daily Surrender of 


yourſelf to him, till you feel that you love him moſt 
entirely, that you ſerve him with fincere Delight, and 


that you cannot live a Day without Gop in the 
World. 


VII. You know yourſelf to be a Man, an 
indigent Creature and a Sinner, and you profeſs to be 
a Chri/tian, a Diſciple of the bleſſed eus: But never 

think 


—— wwe - — — 
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think you know Chriſt nor your Self as you ought, till 
you find a daily need of him for Righteouſneſs 
and Strength, for Pardon and Sanctification; and let 
him be your conſtant Introducer to the great Gop, 
tho” he fit upon a Throne of Grace. Remember his 


own Words, John xiv. b. No Man cometh ts the Fa- 
ther but by me. | 


VIII. Mart Prayer a Pleaſure and not a 
Task, and then you will not forget nor omit it. 
If ever you have lived in a Praying Family, ne- 
ver let it be your Fault if you do not live in one 
always. Believe that Day, that Hour, or thofe Mi- 
nutes to be all waſted and loſt, which any world. 
ly Pretences would tempt you to fave out of the- 
publick Worſhip of the Church, the certain and con- 
ſtant Duties of the Cloſet, or any neceſlary Services 
for Gop and Godlineſs. Beware left a Blaſt at- 


tend it, and not a Bleſſing. If Gop had not re- 


ſerved one Day in Seven to himſelf, I fear Re- 
ligion would have been loſt out of the World; 
and every Day of the Week is expoſed to a Curſe, 
which has no Morning Religion. 


IX. SEE that you wwatch and labour, as well as 
pray. Diligence and Dependance muſt be united in 
the Practice of every Chriſtian, *Tis the fame 
wiſe Man acquaints us, that the Hand of the Di- 
ligent and the Bleſſing of the Lord join together to 


make 
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make us rich, Prov. x. 4--- 22. rich in the Trea- 
ſures of Body or Mind, of Time or Eternity. 


Tis your Duty indeed, under a Senſe of your 
own Weakneſs, to pray daily againſt Sin; but if 
you would effectually avoid it, you mutt alſo avoid 
Temptation, and every dangerous Opportunity. Set 
a double Guard whereſoever you feel or ſuſpect an 
Enemy at Hand. The World without, and the 
Heart within, have ſo much Flattery and Deceit 
in them, that we muſt keep a ſharp Eye upon both, 
leſt we are trapt into Miſchief between them. 


X. HoxnovR, Profit, and Pleaſure have been 
ſometimes called the Horld's Trinity, they are its 
three chief Idols; each of them is ſufficient to draw 
a Soul off from Gop, and ruin it for ever. Beware 
of them therefore, and of all their ſubtle Inſinua- 
tions, if you would be innocent or happy. 


REMEMBER that the Honour which comes 
from God, the Approbation of Heaven, and of your 
own Conſcience, are infinitely more valuable than all 
the Eſteem or Applauſe of Men. Dare not venture 
one Step out of the Road of Heaven, for fear of be- 
ing laughed at for walking ſtrictly in it. Tis a poor 
Religion that cannct ſtand againſt a Jeſt, 


SELL not your Hopes of heavenly Treaſures, nor 
any thing that belongs to your eternal In tereſt, for any 


of 
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of the Advantages of the preſent Life: hat ſball it 
profit a Man to gain the whole Merld, and loſe his 


own Soul? 


REMEMBER alſo the Words of the Wiſeman, 
He that Ieveth Pleaſure ſball be a poor Man; he that 
indulges himſelf in ine and Oil, that is, in Drinking, 
in Feaſting, and in ſenſual Gratifications, ſhall not 
be rich. It is one of St. Paul's Characters of a moſt 
degenerate Age, when Men become Lovers of Pleaſure 
more than Lovers of God, And that fleſhly Luſis war 


againſt the Soul, is St. Peter's Caveat to the Chriſtians 
of his Time. 


XI. PRESERVE your Conſcience always ſoft and 
ſenſible. If but one Sin force its Way into that ten- 
der Part of the Soul, and dwell eaſy there, the Road 
is pav'd for a thouſand Iniquities, 


AND take heed that under any Scruple, Doubt or 
Temptation whatſoever, you never let any Reaſon- 
ings ſatify your Conſcience, which will not be a ſuf- 


hcient Anſwer or Apology to the Great Judge at the 
laſt Day. F 


XII. KzeyP this Thought ever in your Mind, 
"Tis a World of Vanity and Vexation in which you 
live; the Flatteries and Promiſes of it are vain and 
deceitful ; prepare therefore to meet Diſappointments. 
Many of its Occurrences are teizing and vexations. 


In 
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In every ruffling Storm without, poſſeſs your Spirit 
in Patience, and let all be calm and ſerene within, 
Clouds and Tempeſts are only found in the lower 
Skies; the Heavens above are ever bright and clear. 
Let your Heart and Hope dwell much in theſe ſerene 
Regions; live as a Stranger here on Earth, but as a 
Citizen of Heaven, if you will maintain a Soul at 
eaſe. 


XIII. StNCE in many Things we offend all, 
and there is not a Day paſtes which is perfect- 
ly free from Sin, let Repentance towards God, and 
Faith in our Lord Feſus Chriſt, be your daily Work. 
A frequent Renewal of theſe Exerciſes which make a 
Chriſtian at firſt, will be a conſtant Evidence of your 


ſincere Chriſtianity, and give you Peace in Ele, and 
Hope in Death. 


XIV. Ev ER carry about with you ſuch a Senſe of the 
Uncertainty of every thing in this Life, and of Life it- 
ſelf, as to put nothing off till to-morrow, which you 
can conveniently do to-day. Dilatory Perſons are fre- 
quently expoſed to Surprize and Hurry in every thing 


that belongs to them: The Time is come, and they 


are unprepared. Let the Concerns of your Soul and 
your Shop, your Trade and your Religion, lie always 
in ſuch Order, as far as poſſible, that Death at a ſhort 


Warning may be no Occaſion of a diſquieting Tumult 


in your Spirit, and that you may eſcape the Anguith 
of a bitter Repentance in a dying Hour. Farewel. 
Phroni- 


: — —— — — ———— ——]—2 œ•rer . 
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Phronimus, a conſiderable Eaſt-land Merchant, hap- 
pen'd upon a Copy of theſe Advices about the Time 
when he permitted his Son to commence a Partner- 
ſhip with him in his Trade; he tranſcribed them 
with his own Hand, and made a Preſent of them 
to the Youth, together with the Articles of Part- 
nerſhip. Here, young Man, /a:d he, is a Paper of more 
Worth than theſe Articles. Read it over once a 
Month, till *tis wrought in your very Soul and 
Temper. Walk by theſe Rules, and I can truſt 
my Eftate in your Hands. Copy out theſe Coun- 
ſels in your Life, and you will make me and your- 
ſelf eaſy and happy. 


LVIL 


Souls zn Fetters. 


* HAT a fore Unhappineſs is it to the Chri/tian 

| World, that Men are confin'd in Parties 
There are ſome noble Souls impriſon'd from their 
Infancy: within the Pales of a particular Clan, or 
narrow *I ribe, and they muſt never dare to think be- 
yond thoſe Limits. What ſhameful Bars are laid in 
the Way to obſtruct the Progreſs of Knowledge, and 
the Growth of the intellectual World! Generous 


Senti- 
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Sentiments are ſtifled and forbid to be born, leſt the 
Parent of them, who belongs perhaps to one Sect 
ſhould be ſuſpected of too much Intimacy with ano- 
ther : and a thouſand brave and free Thoughts are 
cruſh'd to Death in the very Bud, leſt they ſhould 


look like the Offspring of a foreign Tribe, when they 


appear in open Light. What a wretched Influence, 
Names, and Seas, and Parties have upon the Com- 
monwealth of Chriſtianity ! We hardly dare believe 
ourſelves when we have found out a Truth, if our 
Anceſtors did not believe it too, 


A Few. Days ago Aleutherus told me, that when 
he was a Boy, he firmly believed the Myſtery of the 
Maſs, and thought the Prieſt could turn Bread into 
Fleſh and Blood, for all his Relations were of that 
Mind; but when I began to think for myſelf a little 
(faid he) my Faith ſtagger'd, the Falſhood ſeemed 
too big for my Belief ; and yet I know not what 
ſtrange ſecret Attachment to the Religion of my Fa- 
thers forbid me to deny what they had profeſs d. So 
I ſhut my Eyes, and laid all my riſing Doubts to 
Nleep ; I ftretch'd my Faith to its former Size, and 
ſwallowed the old Doctrine again. Without think- 


ing whether it were poſſible, I call'd it Divine; for I 


could not bear the Thoughts of Being a Heretick, 


Clerico would gladly have heard Euphonus preach, if 


- he durſt have ventured the Cenſure of his Friends, 


and been ſeen in a Mecting-Houſe, He could wil- 
M lingly 
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Phronimus, a conſiderable Eaſt-land Merchant, hap- 
pen'd upon a Copy of theſe Advices about the Time 
when he permitted his Son to commence a Partner- 
ſhip with him in his Trade; he tranſcribed them 
with his own Hand, and made a Preſent of them 
to the Youth, together with the Articles of Part- 
nerſhip. Here, young Man, /a:d he, is a Paper of more 
Worth than theſe Articles. Read it over once a 
Month, till 'tis wrought in your very Soul and 
Temper. Walk by theſe Rules, and I can truſt 
my Eſtate in your Hands. Copy out theſe Coun- 
ſels in your Life, and you will make me and your- 
ſelf eaſy and happy. 


EVIL 


Souls in Fetters. 


WI AT a fore Unhappineſs is it to the Chri/tian 

World, that Men are confin'd in Parties 
There are ſome noble Souls impriſon'd from their 
Infancy within the Pales of a particular Clan, or 
narrow Tribe, and they muſt never dare to think be- 
yond thoſe Limits. What ſhameful Bars are laid in 
the Way to obſtruct the Progreſs of Knowledge, and 
the Growth of the intellectual World! Generous 


Senti- 


MN 
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Sentiments are ſtifled and forbid to be born, left the 
Parent of them, who belongs perhaps to one Sec, 
ſhould be ſuſpected of too much Intimacy with ano- 
ther: and a thouſand brave and free Thoughts are 
cruſh'd to Death in the very Bud, leſt they ſhould 
look like the Offspring of a foreign Tribe, when they 
appear in open Light. What a wretched Influence, 
Names, and Seas, and Parties have upon the Com- 
monwealth of Chriſtianity ! We hardly dare believe 
ourſelves when we have found out a Truth, if our 
Anceſtors did not believe it too, 


A FeEw Days ago Aleutherus told me, that when 
he was a Boy, he firmly believed the My/tery of the 
Maſs, and thought the Prieſt could turn Bread inta 
Fleſh and Blood, for all his Relations were of that 
Mind ; but when I began to think for myſelf a little 
(faid he) my Faith ſtagger'd, the Falſhood ſeemed 
too big for my Belief ; and yet I know not what 
ſtrange ſecret Attachment to the Religion of my Fa- 
thers forbid me to deny what they had profeſs'd. So 
I ſhut my Eyes, and laid all my riſing Doubts to 
ſeep; I ſtretch'd my Faith to its former Size, and 
ſwallowed the old Doctrine again. Without think- 
ing whether it were poſſible, I calPd it Divine; for I 


could not bear the Thoughts of Being a Heretick, 


Clerico would gladly have heard Euphonus preach, if 


- he durſt have ventured the Cenſure of his Friends, 


and been ſeen in a Meeting-Houſe. He could wil- 
M lingly 
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lingly have let his Soul looſe from all human Forms 
and Inventions, if he had not lately ſubſcribed the 
Twentieth Article of the Church among the reſt, and 
declar'd that ſhe has Power to ordain Rites and Cere- 
monies, But ſince he has ſubſcribed, he does not care 
to indulge his Thoughts in ſo much Freedom. 


Phileuchus happen'd to lodge a Week at the Houſe 
of Sebaſtes, where he heard Mr, Fenks's Prayers read 
daily in the Family with great Devotion ; he pre- 
vail'd with himſelf to join in the Worſhip, and felt 
his Soul refreſh'd by it; yet his own Houſe con- 
tinued prayerleſs ſtill: for tho' he loved Religion 
at his Heart, yet he could not expreſs himſelf 
with any tolerable Decency, Propriety or Courage 
in Family-Worſhip, and he was aſhamed to let his 
Friends know that he made uſe of Forms. 


WHAT a poor fooliſh Thing is Man! Human 
Nature in all Ages is too much like itſelf. What is now 
practiſed among Chri/tians, to the Reproach and In- 
jury of Revealed Truth, has been a Bar to the Pro- 
{ion and Improvement of Natural Religion, in the 
Days and the Nations of antient Heathen!/m. 


Secrates is famous in Hiſtory for his Belief of the 
One true God, in oppoſition to the Poljtheiſm of the 
World, and the numerous Idols of the Prieit and the 
People : But he is reported by this means to have ex- 
poſed himſelf to the Reſentment and popular Fury of 
ſome 


* 
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ſome of his Countrymen, ſo that he is counted a ſort 
of Martyr for that Cauſe, Yet, as ſome report, he 
was ſcarce able to ſupport his Courage in the publick 
Profeſſion of that One true GoD in a dying Hour; for 
tis ſaid that he order'd a Cock to be offer'd as a Sa- 
crifice to Eſculapeus the God of Phyſick. I confeſs 
*tis ſo mean and ſervile a Compliance, that I can 
hardly believe it concerning Socrates. 


Bur if the Soul of the noble Grecian was bound 
in theſe Fetters of a popular Religion, which for- 
bid his bold and final Profeſſion of his Diviner Sen- 
timents ; *tis not Greece only, but Rome alſo has pro- 
duced Examples of the ſame Weakneſs among ſome 
of its Heroes. It muſt be acknowledged, they had 
ſome heavenly Flights .of "Thought, and Courage 


enough to let their Notions juſt ſtart into Light, and 


give broad Hints of their Faith ; but they were for- 
ced to cramp and diſcourage the Progreſs and the 
Growth of it, for fear of the national Idolatry which 
reign'd in their Age. They had not Strength of 


Soul and Bravery enough to become Martyrs for the 
Truth. | 


Cicero was a great Man, but he was afraid to 
ſpeak what he knew of the Unity of the Eternal 
God, the Maker of All. Tis hard, fays he, tg 
find out him who is the Parent of this Univerſe ; and 
when you have found him, tis not lawful to ſhew him 
to the vulgar Morld. Tum quaſi parentem hujus 


M 2 univer- 
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univerſitatis invenire difficile : & cum inveneris, in- 


dicare in vulgus nefas; Lib. de Univerſ. p. 2. Aud the 
ſame he ſaith again, Lib. II. de Nat. Deor. Let not 
our Men of Heatheniſin then, or Britiſb Infidels, 
charge all this Folly upon Chriſtians alone, ſince their 
pagan Predeceſſors were guilty of it as well as we. 


O wHERE ſhall that City ſtand, whoſe In- 
habitants ſhall traffick in intellectual Treaſures, and 
ſet forth all their new Improvements and Acqui- 
{tions in open Day- light, without the Danger of 
publick Penalties or Reproach ? Where ſhall that 
happy Race of Men be born, who ſhall ſeek Truth 
with an unbiaſs'd Soul; and ſhall ſpeak it freely to 
Mankind, without the Fear of Parties, or the Odium 
of Singularity ? When ſhall that golden Age ariſe in 
Great Britain, in which every rich Genius ſhall pro- 
duce his brighteſt Sentiments to the Honour of God, 
and to the general Profit of Men, and yet ſtand ex- 
empted from common Slander? When ſhall the ſa- 
cred Mines of Scripture be digg'd yet deeper than 
ever, and the hidden Riches thereof be brought out of 
their long Obſcurity, to adorn the Doctrine of God 
our Saviour? O that theſe dark and ſtormy Days of 
Party and Prejudice were roll'd away, that Men would 
once give Leave to their Fellow Chriſtians to ſpell out 
and read ſome antient and unknown Glories of the 


Perſon of Chriſt, which are contained in Scripture, 


» 


and to unfold ſome hidden Wonders of his Goſpel 1 
The wiſeſt of Men know yet but in part; and *tis al- 
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ways poſſible to grow wiſer, at leaſt on this ſide Hea- 


ven: but publick Prejudice is a Friend to Darkncſs ; 
nor could Ignorance and Error, without this Shield, 
have defended their "Thrones ſo long among Creatures 
of Reaſon, under the Light of Divine Sun-beams. 


LVIII. 
To Lucius, on the Death of SERENA. 


DEAR SIR, 
88 ME of theſe Verſes attempted to ſooth your 

' Sorrows in a melancholy and diſtreſſing Hour: 
They were all finiſh'd near the ſame Time, and 
united in this Form, tho' they have thus long lain 
in Silence, nor veatur'd to preſent themſelves to you. 
I am almoſt in Pain already, left they ſhould a- 
wake your Heart-ake by a Recollection of ſome 
dear mournful Images, and vaniſh'd Scenes of Grief. 
Let theſe Lines rather call your Views upward to 
the better Manſions of your abſent Kindred, and a- 
waken you to aim every Step of Life toward thoſe 
"hy of Holineſs and Joy. Adieu, and be happy. 
I am, 


SIR, 
Your's, &Cc, 


M 2 DrAru 


246 Miſcellaneous Thoughts, 


DAT H ond HEAVEN. 


In Five LYRICEk ODpts, 


ODE I. 
The Spirit's Farewel to the Body after long Sickneſs, 


5 


HO am I held a Priſoner now, 
Far from my God ! This mortal Chain 
Binds me to Sorrow : All below 


In ſhort-liv'd Eaſe or tireſome Pain, 


| II, | - 
When ſhall that wond'rous Hour appear, 

Which frees me from this dark Abode, 
To live at large in Regions, where 


Nor Cloud nor Vail ſhall hide my God? 


III. 


Farewel this Fleſh, theſe Ears, theſe Eyes, 
Theſe Snares and Fetters of the Mind; 
My God, nor let this Frame ariſe 
Till every Duſt be well refin'd. 
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IV. 


JEsus, who mak'ſt our Natures whole, 
Mold me a Body like thy own : 
Then ſhall it better ſerve my Soul 
In Works of Praiſe and Worlds unknown, 


ODE II. 
The Departing Moment; or, Abſent from the Body. 


I. 
ABS ENT from Fleſh ! O bliſsful Thought! 


What unknown Joys this Moment brings ! 
Freed from the Miſchiefs Sin hath wrought, 
From Pains, and Tears, and all their Spring. 


II. 


Abſent from Fleſb Tlluſtrious Day 
Surpriſing Stene ! triumphant Stroke, 
That rends the Priſon of my Clay, 
And I can feel my Fetters broke 


III. 
Abſent from Fleſh ! Then riſe, my Soul, 
Where Feet or Wings could never climb, 
Beyond the Heavens where Planets roll, 
Meaſuring the Cares and Joys of Time. 


M 4 IV. 
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IV. 


I go where Gop and Glory ſhine: 

His Preſence makes eternal Day. 
My All that's mortal I reſign, 

For Uriel waits arid points my Way, 


ODE III. 


Entrance into Paradiſe ; or, Preſent with the Lord, 


I. 
AND is this Heaven? And am I there! 
How ſhort the Road ! how ſwift the Flight! 
I am all Life, all Eye, all Ear; 
JEsus is here,---my Soul's Delight, ( 


FX 


II. 


Is this the heavenly Friend who hung 
In Blood and Anguiſh on the Tree, py 
Whom Paul proclaim'd, whom David ſung, | 
Who dy'd for them, who dy'd for me? 1 


| III. 
How fair thou Offspring of my God! 

Thou firſt-born Image of his Face ] 
Thy Death procur'd this bleſt Abode, 

Thy vital Beams adorn the Place. g 1 


1 
| IV, 
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IV. 


Lo, he preſents me at the Throne 

All ſpotleſs; there the Godhead reigns 
Sublime and peaceful thro? the Son: 

Awake, my Voice, in heavenly Strains. 


ODE IV. 
The Sight of GoD in Heave: 


I. 


REATOR-Gop, Eternal Light, 
Fountain of Good, tremendous Poyr-:. 
Ocean of Wonders, bliſsful Sight! 


Beauty and Love unknown before 


II. 


Thy Grace, thy Nature, all unknown 

| In yon dark Region whence I came; 

Where languid Glimpſes from thy Throne 
And feeble Whiſpers teach thy Name, 


III. 
I'm in a World where all is new; 


My Self, my God; O bleſt Amaze 
Not my beſt Hopes or Wiſhes knew 
To form a Shadow of this Grace, 


x 5 IV. 


250 Miſcellaneous Thoughts, 


IV. 
Fix'd on my God, my Heart, adore: 
My reſtleſs Thoughts forbear to rove : 
Ye meaner Paſſions, ſtir no more; 


But all my Powers be Joy and Love, 


ODE V. 


A Funeral ODE at the Interment of the Body, ſup- 
poſed to be ſung by the Mourners, 


J. 


1 NVAIL thy Boſom, faithful Tomb; 
Take 1 new Treaſure to thy Truſt, 


And give theſe ſacred Reliques Room 


To ſeek a Slumber in the Duſt, 
IL 
Nor Pain, nor - Grief, nor anxious Fear 
Invade thy Bounds. No mortal Woes 


Can reach the lovely Sleeper here, 
And Angels watch her ſoft Repoſe. 


| III. 
So JE sus ſlept: Gop's dying Son 
Paſt through the Grave, and bleſt the Bed. 
Reſt here, fair Saint; till from his Throne 
The Morning break and pierce the Shade. 


IV. 
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IV. 
Break from his Throne, illuſtrious Miran; 4 
Attend, O Earth, his ſovereign Wurd ; 
Reſtore thy Truſt, a glorious Form; 
She mult aſcend to meet her Lord. 


LIX. 
Divine Conduct diſputed and juſtfy'd. 


WHEN we meet with any thing in the Con- 

duct of Men which appears ſtrange and unac- 
countable to us, if at the fame time it ſcems to carry 
in it the Aſpect of ſomething low and trifling, we are 
too ready to think ourſelves ſuch Sons of Wiſdom as 
to pronounce Puerility and Contempt upon the Perſons 
and their Practica. So haſty are we to paſs ſudden 
and raſh Judgments on the preſent Appearances of 


Things, and to imagine every thing is unreaſonable 


when we don't immediately ſee the Reaſon of it; as if 
all Reaſon were ingroſs'd in our Boſoms, and Wiſdom, 
had no other Abode. Gelotes, to ſhew his own ſupe- 
rior Genius, treats the Rites of A{/es, and the Cere- 
monies of the Jetbiſb Religion, in the fame manner; 


he cannot deviſe what all theſe Bells and Pomegranates, 


and twenty other little Fineries, were made for upon 
HER # WE ( | tlie 
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the Garments of the High Prieſt; nor can he gueſs 
Þ the Reaſon of all the petty Punctilio's about Lambs, 
and Rams, and red Heifers, about Pigeons, Hyſſop, 
and Scarlet, Sprinklings and Waſhings. He is utterly 
at a Loſs what they were deſign'd for; and therefore 
he roundly declares his Opinion, that Maſes had little 
to do, who could employ his Mind in contriving ſuch 
. Trifles. Pis accountable, ſays he, that a Perſon 
who ſeems in other Things to be a Man of Senſe, 
fhould preſcribe ſuch an endleſs Ritual with minute 
Directions about a hundred little Matters relating to the 
Pins and Tacks, the Boards and Curtains of the Ta- 
bernacle, and all that Scenery of puerile Worſhip, 
which a wiſe Man would neither command nor prac- 
tiſe. And thus he goes on to ſhoot his Bolts of Blaſ- 
phemy at Divine Wiſdom over the Shoulders of Moſes, 
and through his Sides to ſmite the God of {ſrael with. 
Ridicule and Reproaches, How often does ſuch a ſud- 
den and raſh Cenſure diſcover its own Folly when it 
is paſs'd on the Actions of Men, by a further Inſight 
into their wiſe Deſigns; and the Man who poured out 
his Laughter and Contempt upon others, how juſtly 
does he become the Object of Contempt and Ridicule 
himſelf, on the account of his Pride and Raſhneſs? 
But when the Counſels and Appointments of the 
bleſſed God, when the Works of his Wiſdom, 
which is vaſt and deep, beyond our Ken and Fa- 
thom, are thus taken to Task by filly Mortals, 
and derided becauſe they don't underſtand the Pur- 
poſe and Intent of them, what flagrant Impiety 

e 5 
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is this? what Impudence added to their Raſhneſs ? 
and how much does it deſerve the Divine Indigna- 
tion ? 


T H1s very Man, this Gelotes, a few Days ago 
was carried by his Neighbour Typiger to ſee a Gentle- 
man of-his Acquaintance ; they found him ſtanding at 
the Window of his Chamber, moving and turning 
round a Glaſs Priſm, near 2 round Hole which he 
had made in the Window-Shutter, and caſting all the 
Colours of the Rainbow upon the Wall of the Room : 
They were unwilling to diſturb him, tho' he amus'd 
himſelf at this rate for half an Hour together, merely 
to pleaſe and entertain his Eye-fight, as Gelotes ima- 
gined, with the Brightneſs and Strength of the Reds 


and the Blues, the Greens and the Purples, in many 
ſhifting Forms of Situation; while ſeveral little Imple- 


ments lay about him, of white Paper and Shreds of 
colour'd Silk, pieces of Tin with Holes in them, 
Spectacles and Burning-Glaſſes. When the Gen- 
tleman at laſt ſpy'd his Company, he came down 


and entertain'd them agreeably enough upon other 
Subjects, and diſmiſs'd them. 


AT another time Gelotes beheld the ſame Gen- 
tleman blowing up large Bubbles with a Tobacco- 
Pipe out of a Bow! of Water well impregnated with 
Soap, which is a common Diverſion of Boys. As 
the Bubbles roſe, he mark'd the little changeable Co- 
lours on the Surface of them with great Attention, 
| till 
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till they broke and vaniſh'd into Air and Water, He 
ſeem'd to be very grave and ſolemn in this Sort of Re- 
creation, and now and then ſmiled to ſee the little 
Appearances and Diſappearances of Colours, as the 
Bubble grew thinner toward the Top, while the wa- 
try Particles of it ran down along the Side to the Bot- 
tom, and the Surface grew too thin and feeble to in- 
clude the Air, then it burſt to pieces, and was loſt, 


WELL, ſays Gelotes to his Friend, I did not 
think you would have carried me into the Acquain- 
tance of a Madman : Surely he can never be right in 
his Senſes who waſtes his Hours in ſuch Fooleries as 
theſe. Whatſoever good Opinion I had conceived 
of a Gentleman of your Intimacy, I am amazed 
now that you ſhould keep up any degree of Ac- 
quaintance with him, when his Reaſon is gone, 
and he is become a mere Child. What are all 
theſe little Scenes of Sport and Amuſement, but 
Proofs of the Abſence of his Underſtanding ? Poor 
Gentleman! I pity him in his unhappy, Circum- 
ſtances; but I hope he has Friends to take care 
of him under this degree of Diſtraction. 


Typiger was not a little pleaſed to ſee that his 
Project, with regard to his Neighbour Gelztes, had 
ſucceeded ſo well; and when he had ſuffered him 
to run on at this rate for ſome Minutes, he in- 
terrupted him with a ſurprizing Word: This very 


Gentleman, ſays he, is the great Sir Is AAC NRW- 
TON, 
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rod, the firſt of Philoſophers, the Glory of Great 
Britain, and renowned among the Nations. You 
have beheld him now making theſe Experiments 
over again, by which he firſt found out the Na- 
ture of Light and Colours, and penetrated deeper 
into the Myſteries of them, than all Mankind ever 
knew before him. This is the Man, and theſe 
his Contrivances, upon which you ſo freely caſt 
your Contempt, and pronounce him diſtracted. You 
know not the Depth of his Deſigns, and there- 
fore you cenſured them all as Fooleries ; whereas 
the learned World has eſteemed them the utmoſt 
Reach of human Sagacity. 


Gelotes was all Confuſion and Silence. Where- 
upon Typriger proceeded thus: Go now and ridi- 
cule the Law-giver of Hracl, and the Ceremonies 
of the Fewih Church, which Maſes taught them: 
Go, repeat your Folly and your Slanders, and laugh 
at theſe Divine Ceremonies, merely becauſe you 
know not the Meaning of them: Go and affront 
the God of Iſrael, and reproach him for ſending 
Moſes to teach ſuch Forms of Worthip to the Jews, 
There is not the leaſt of them but was appointed by 
the greateſt of Beings, and has ſome ſpecial Deſign 
and Purpoſe in the Eye of Divine Wiſdom, Many 
of them were explained by the Apoſtle Paul, in his 
Letter to the Hebrews, as Types and Emblems of 
the Glories and Bleflings of the New Teſtament; and 
the reſt of them, whoſe Reaſon has not been diſco- 
vered 
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vered to us, remain perhaps to be made known at the 
Converſion of the Fews, when Divine Light ſhall be 
ſpread over all the antient Diſpenſations, and a 
brighter Glory diffuſed over all the Rites and Forms 


of Religion, which God ever inſtituted among the 
Race of Adam. 


Tus far Typriger ; while Gelotes was ſtill ſilent, 
being pierced to the Heart with a Conviction of 
his Raſhneſs and Folly, and ſtung inw. r.ily with 
bitter Remorſe at the Thoughts of his impious and 
profane Raillery. He went home mournfui, and ſet 
himſelf with a ſincere and humble Enquiry to learn 
all the ſucceſſive Religions of the Bible, which he 
had ridiculed, and found ſo much Reaſon in a great 
Part of them, that he ſubmitted to believe the Dig- 
nity of them all, and profeſs'd himſelf a hearty 
Chriſtian, 


TE Book of Nature and the Book of Pro- 
vidence have ſome obſcure Pages in them, as well 
as the Book of Religion and Grace. There are 
many Appearances in the Creation of God, and 
many more in his Government of the World, which 
are thus impudently arraign'd by thoughtleſs Mor- 
tals, They diſcover not the Symmetry and exact 
Proportion between the ſeveral Parts of them, and 
therefore they pronounce them the Works of Chance, 
and mere Caprices of Nature. They cannot penetrate 
into the diſtant Deſigns of the All-wiſe Creator and 
Ruler 
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Ruler of the Univerſe, and they are ready to conclude 
that there is no Deſign, no Wiſdom in them. But 
he was a much wiſer Man who tells us, that Ged has 
made every thing beautiful in its Seaſon, but Man has this 
Morld in his Heart, i. e. he is ſo intent upon the pre- 
ſent little Spot of Ground on which he ſtands, and the 
little Incidents of that Inch of Time in which he ap- 
pears, that he cannot diſcern the Morꝶ that God does from 
the Beginning to the End thereof; and therefore Men 
are not able to comprehend the admirable Beauty 
of his Works, and they are reſolved to believe no 
farther than they can ſee. Vain Animals of Fleſh 
and Blood ! Proud ſwelling Reptiles of the Earth ! 
As if a Company of Worms who are juſt crept 
out of their native Glebe, and retiring into it a- 
gain after a few Moments, ſhould pretend to ar- 
raign and cenſure the Motions and Phaſes of the 
Moon, and all the Rules and Movements of the 
Planetary Worlds. That Man ſurely ſhould have a 
Stretch of Thought equal to Deity, and with one 
ſingle Survey graſp all the Atoms of created Mat- 
ter, and all the World of Minds with all their Ideas, 
he ſhould view at once all their infinite Relations 
to each other, with all the Scenes and Appear- 
ances in the upper and lower Regions of Creation, 
from the Beginning of Time far into Eternity, 
who would dare to conteſt the Wiſdom of Providence, 
or of any of the Works or the Apppointments of his 


Maker? Hor manifold are thy Works, O Lord? 


in Wiſdom haſt thau made them all, How unſearch- 
| able 
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able are thy Mays, and thy Fudgment untraceable by 
all the Sons of Men! I bo has kr:wn the Mind of 


the Lord, and who has been his Counſellor ? Of him, 


and by him, and for him, are all Things ; to whom be 
Glory for ever and ever. Amen. 


LX. 
Sinful Anger for God's ſake. 


FE is a very poſſible Thing for us to be ſinfully 

angry with our Neighbour, even upon the Ac- 
count of Sin: We have Hearts of unſearchable 
Subtilty and unfathomable Deceit. The beſt of us 
are too often tempted to follow the Violence of 
our own carnal Aﬀections, under an Appearance of 
Zeal and Duty, and ſcreen our own Wrath to Man, 
under the covert of Love to God. And when the 
angry Powers of our Nature are ſet at work under 
the Colour of ſo divine a Principle, they are impatient 
of all Reſtraint, and know no Bounds ; for we cannot 
do too much for God and his Honour. 


Deirus is ready to think, that if he let fly all 
his Wrath againſt a Man for a ſinful Action, that 
Wrath can't riſe to Exceſs; he perſuades himſelf 
that *tis rather a Work of Righteouſneſs than a 

Fault, 
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Fault, and puts it amongſt his Virtues and his Ho- 
nours. I wiſh ' Deirus would take heed, leſt he 
mingle the Heat of corrupt Fleſh and Blood with 
holy Zeal, and offer Iniquity for a Sacrifice. In or- 
der to manage well in this Matter, I would ad- 
moniſh him to take notice of theſe Things. 


FIRST, When an Action offends both Gop and 
ourſelves at the ſame time, we muſt watch with the 
utmoſt Diligence, leſt Selſ-love diſguiſe itſelf in the 
Form of Zeal, and command our Paſſions entirely 
into our own Service, while we think they are at 
work for Gop. Suppoſe I have often inſtructed 
young Pravs, as to his Morals; ſuppoſe I have 
earneſtly perſuaded him to any Duty, or cautioned. 
him often againſt ſome evil Practice, and J fee 
him nevertheleſs obſtinately proceed in his own Way; 
perhaps I ſhall be ready to indulge my Anger a- 
gainſt him, becauſe he diſobeys me, more than be- 
cauſe he diſpleaſes Gop. Or, ſuppoſe my Neigh- 
bour Calumnio rail at me as a Puritan and a Mad- 
man, becauſe 'm ſeen often at Public Prayers, 
and upbraid and reproach me with odious Charges 
for the ſake of my Religion; I'm tempted to kindle 
perhaps into ſudden Indignation, chiefly becauſe Self 
is reviled, and not becauſe Gop is diſhonoured, 


In ſuch Inſtances as theſe, there is an eaſy Way 


to find whether our Zeal be more Selfiſh or Di- 


vine, Let me ask my own Heart, „Should I 
„ have 
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„have been ſo angry with this Youth, if he had 


& neglected - another Friend's pious Advice in the 
fame Caſe wherein he has neglected mine?“ and 
yet the Sin againſt Gop would have been the 
fame. Again, © Should I have grown ſo warm 
„ againſt Calumnio for reproaching my Fellow- 
„ Chriſtian on the account of his Devotions, as I 
„ am for reproaching me?” and yet his Offence 
againſt the Goſpel had been the ſame ſtill, Thus 
by putting Self out of the Caſe, we guard againſt 
the Deceit of Self-love, and paſs a juſter Sentence 
on our own Actions, 


Now if upon due Search we find that our Wrath 
is awakened rather becauſe an Action offends us, 
than becauſe it offends Gop, this is a ark of 
the Hleſb, and muſt be mortified ; our Paſſions ſhould 
all- be pure. Our bleſſed Lord J Esvus bore a Load 
of perſonal Reproaches falling heavy upon himſelf, 
and opened not his Mouth; but when the Zew:h 
Buyers and Sellers profaned his Father's Houſe of 
Prayer, then indeed he aſſumed an extraordinary 
Character, and gave an Inſtance of ſevere Zeal 
by ſcourging them out of the Temple, John ii. 17. 


SECONDLY, Take care of giving up the Reins 
intirely to an angry Paſſion, tho' it pretend Sin- 
for its Object, leſt it run to an ungovernable Ex- 
ceſs. *Tis St. Paul's Counſel, Be angry and fin not, 
Epheſ. iv. 26, ſo hard it is to be angry upon any Ac- 

count 
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count without ſinning. It was a happy Compari- 
ſon (whoſoever firſt invented it) that the Paſſions 
of our Saviour were like pure Water in a clear 
Glaſs : ſhake it never ſo much, and *tis pure ſtill ; 
there was no Defilement in his holy Soul by the 
warmeſt Agitation of all thoſe Powers of his Ani- 
mal Nature; but ours are like Water with Mud 


at the Bottom, and we can ſcarce ſhake the Glaſs 


with the gentleſt Motion, but the Mud ariſes, and 
diffuſes itſelf abroad, polluting both the Water and the 
Veſſel. Our iraſcible Paſſions can ſcarce be indulged a 


Moment, but they are ready to defile the whole 
Man, 


We may find whether our Anger riſe to a ſinful 
Exceſs or no, by ſuch Enquiries as theſe. 


Dots it fire my Blood into Rage, and kindle 
my Spirits into a ſudden Blaze, like a Train of 
Gunpowder ? Then it looks too much like a Work 
of the Fleſh, and may create a juſt Suſpicion of 
the pious Purity of it ; for this has not the Ap- 


pearance of a Chriſtian Virtue. Our holy Religion is 


a more reaſonable and more gentle Thing, and never 
teaches us to act with a thoughtleſs Violence, tho' 
it ſometimes calls the active Powers of Fleſh and 
Blood into the Aſſiſtance of ſincere Zeal. 


Does it tranſport us away to the Practice of 
any thing unbecoming our Character ? Does it arm 
our 
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our Tongues with vile and ſcandalous Names, or 
our Hands with haſty Weapons of Outrage and 
Cruelty ? "This Sort of Conduct carries in it more 
of the Reſemblance of the evil Spirit that ſeeks 
Revenge and Miſchief. I confeſs there have been 
ſome Examples of ſevere and terrible Zeal amongſt 
the pious Fetus; but we muſt remember that the 
meak and peaceful Religion of the Goſpel was not 
then eſtabliſh'd; and we muſt conſider too, that 
moſt of theſe Examples had a Divine Commiſſion, 
and were immediately inſpired by Gop himſelf. 
Such was the Caſe of Phineas, when he flew the 
two Offenders in the Camp of Hrael So Elijah 
called for Fire from Heaven, to deſtroy the two 
Captains and their Companies; and our Lord Jzsus 
CHRIST, under the fame Divine Influence, ſcourged 
the Merchants out of the Temple. But our Lord 
himſelf reproved his own Diſciples when they had 
a mind to imitate the Wrath of Elijah, and taught 
them, that under his Diſpenſation, which was ſhortly 
to be ſet up, Zeal was a gentler Virtue, and more 
of a-piece with the reſt of that Religion which he 
deſigned to inſtitute. 


ANOTHER Queſtion we ſhould put to ourſelves 
to find Whether our Anger be exceſſive, or no, is this: 
Does it throw us off from our Guard, diſpoſſeſs 
us of our Temper, and darken our Judgment? 
Does it make us fierce and poſitive ? Does it rob 
us of our Patience, and render us deaf to all ſo- 

ber 
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ber Remonſtrances and Excuſes ? Then it can never 
be from Gop, tho' it pretend to be for him: 
for Self-government 1s an eternal Duty ; and the 
IWiſdom which is from above is ſwift to hear, and 


flow to ſpeak ; it 1s eaſy to be intreated, and full of 
: Forgiveneſs. 


FiNALLY, let us ask, Does the Paſſion ren- 


der us unfit for any duty to Gop, tempt us to 


omit any Duty to Man, or hinder us in the Per- 
formance of either? We may then aſſure ourſelves 
it riſes to Exceſs, and becomes in ſome meaſure 
criminal, : 

"Tis a certain Rule of Prudence, that all theſe 
Animal Powers, be they never ſo juſtly employ'd, 
deſerve a watchful and ſevere Guard upon them, left 
they grow unruly and extravagant, 


THE laſt Piece of Advice that I would give 
to my Friends, and learn to take myſelf, is this, 
That where the mere Appearance of an angry Paſſion 
will attain the ſame End, I would not chuſe to 
give myſelf the Trouble and Diſquietude of feeling 
a real one. Why ſhould I ſuffer my Blood and 
Spirits to riſe into Diſorder, if the Picture of An- 
ger in my Countenance, and the Sound of it imi- 
tated in my Voice, will effectually diſcourage and 
reprove the Vice I would forbid? If J am but 
wile enough to raiſe an Appearance of Reſentment, 

6 | I 
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I need not be at the Pains to throw myſelf into 
this uneaſy Ferment, Is it not better for me, as 
a Man and a Chriſtian, to maintain a calm, ſe- 
date Averſion to the Sin, and expreſs my Diſlike of 
it ſometimes at leaſt rather by a counterfeit than 
real Anger? If Hypocriſy be lawful any where, 
ſurely it may be allowed in this Caſe to diſſemble a 
little, | 


AnD to carry the Matter yet further, I think I 
may aſſert, there are ſeveral ſuch Occurrences in Life, 
wherein *tis better not ſo much as to imitate Anger, 
and to expreſs nothing like, it, tho' the Sin may be 
heinous : Anorgus, an excellent Man, and an exem- 
plary Chriſtian, would not only ſuppreſs all Wrath, 
but conceal all Appearance of it, leſt the offending 
Perſon, by ſeeing him diſcompoſed or reſenting, might 
be kindled into the ſame Paſſion, and thus be rendered 
unfit to receive a Reproof from him, and grow deaf to 
all his Divine Reaſonings. 


Tis a certain and ſhameful Truth, that in this 
frail and ſinful State, we love ourſelves ſo much, and 
God ſo little, that we ſeldom begin to grow angry 
for God's ſake, but we ſoon grow more angry for 
our own: Therefore upon almoſt all Accounts it may 
be given as a Piece of general and ſafe Advice, That 
let the Occaſion be never fo provoking, yet the leſs 
Fury the better. The Wrath of Man never works the 
Righteouſneſs of GoD, 


IXI. 
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XLI. 


On the CORONATION of their Ma- 
jeſties King GEORGE II. and Queen 
CAROLIN. 

October 11. 1727. 
2 O armis invite heros age : fortibus apta 


Enſem humeris; meritam clementia temperit tram 
Dum regis, & leges molli clementér acerbas, 
Te ſuper equevos omnes regnator olyimpi 
Diligit, & læto vultum exhilaravit olive ; 
Ille tuum /acro cingit diademate crinem, 
Tranſmittetque tuam langæva in ſœcula famam. 


En regina tori conſors tibi dextera adheret, 
Auro pifta ſinus, auro radiata capillos; 
Tota decens, tota ft gemmiſque inſignis & auro : 
At facies cultum illuſtrat, facitque decord 
Pulchrior eft animus. BUCHAN. 


The Coronation-Day. An ODE. 


wy 
R E, happy Morn; fair Sun, ariſe; 
Shed radiant G old around the Skies, 


And rich in Beams and Bleſſings ſhine 


Profuſe on GEORGE and CAROLIN E. 
N II. Tilu- 
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II. 


Illuſtrious Pair ! no Tear to- day 
Bedew the Royal Parents Clay ! 


*Tis GEORGE the BLEST remounts the Throne, 
With double Vigour in his Son, 


III. 


Lo, the Majeſtick Form appears, 

Sparkling in Life and manly Vears: 

The Kingdom's Pride, the Nation's Choice, 
And Heav'n approves BRITANNI1aA's Voice. 


IV. 

Monarch, aſſume thy Powers, and ſtand 
The Guardian-Hero of our Land : 

Let ALB1oN's Sons thy Style proclaim, 
And diſtant Realms revere thy Name, 


V. 

Bear on thy Brows th' Imperial Crown ; 
Rebellion dies beneath thy Frown : 

A thouſand Gems of Luſtre ſhed 

Their Lights and Honours round thy Head, 


VI. | 
Lift up thy Rod of Majeſty *, 
The Foes of Gop and Man ſhall flee : 


Vice with her execrable Band 
Shakes at the Sword in GEORGE's and, 


* The Sceptre. Go 
II. 
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VII. 
Law, Juſtice, Valour, Mercy ride 
In Arms of Triumph at his Side; 
And each celeſtial Grace is ſeen 
In milder Glories round the QUEEN. 


VIII. 
Hail, Royal Fair! divinely wiſe ! 
Not Auſtrian Crowns “ could tempt thy Eyes 
To part with Truth. *T was brave Diſdain, 
When CæsAR ſigh'd, and lov'd in vain, 


IX. 
But Heaven provides a rich Reward ; 
GEORGE is thy Lover and thy Lord: 
The Britiſb Lion bears thy Fame, 
Where Auſtrian Eagles have no Name. 


X. 
See the fair Train of Princes near: 
Come, FREDERICK, Royal Youth, appear, 
And grace the Day. Shall foreign + Charins 
Still hold thee from thy Country's Arms, 


XI. 
Britain, thy Country ? Prince ariſe, 
The Morning- S ar to gild our Skies; 


+ 


2 


1 rn and Imperial. 


That ingenious Device of the Figures of Great Britain 


and the Proteſtant Religion attending her Majeſty on her Coro- 


nation Medal, with the Motto Hic amor, Hac patria, may 


ſupport and juſtify theſe Expreſſions. 


N 2 (O may 
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(O may no Cloud thy Luftre tain !) 
Come, lead along the ſhining Train, 


XII. 


Each in Parental Virtues dreſs'd, 

Each born to make a Nation bleſs'd: 

What Kings, what Heroes yet ungrown, 

Shall court the Nymphs to grace their Throne 


XIII. 


Mark that young Branch * of riſing Fame, 
Proud of our great Deliverer's Name: 

He promiſes in Infant- bloom, 

To ſcourge ſome Tyrant- power of Rome, 


XIV. 


Bloom on, fair Stem ! Each Flower that blows, 

Adds new Deſpair to Albion's Foes, * 

And kills their Hearts. O glorious View 
Of Joys for Albion, ever new 


XV. 
Religion, Duty, Truth and Love, 
In Ranks of Honour ſhine and move; 
Pale Envy, Slander, Fraud and Spite, 
Retire, and hide in Caves of Night. 


XVI. 
EUROPE, behold the amazing Scene : 
Empire and Liberty convene 
* Prince WILLIAM, 


To 
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To join their Joys and Wiſhes here, 
While Rome and Hel! conſent to fear. 


XVII. 
Eternal GoD, whoſe boundleſs Sway 
Angels and ſtarry Worlds obey, 
Command thy choiceſt Favours down, 
Where thy own Hands have hx'd the Crown. 


XVIII, 
Come, Light Divine, and Grace unknowu, 
Come, aid the Labours of the Throne: 
Let BriTaiN's golden Ages fun 
In Circles laſting as the Sun, 


XIX. 
Bid ſome bright Legion from the Sky 
Aſſiſt the glad Solemnity : 
Ye Hoſts, that wait on favourite Kings, 
Wave your broad Swords, and clap your Wings, 


Then riſe, and to your Realms convey 
The glorious Tidings of the Day: 

Great WILLIAM ſhall rejoice to know, 
That GeoRGE the Second reigns below, 


N 3 LXII. 
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LXII. 


A Loyal Wisn on her Majeſty's Birth- 
Day, March 1. commonly called St. 


David's-Day. 
Borrowed from Ps A LM cxxxii. 10, 11. 


I. 
81 LEN CE, ye Nations; 1/rael, hear: 
Thus hath the LORD ͤ to David ſworn, 
« Train up thy Sons to learn my Fear, 
« And Judab's Crown ſhall all thy Race adorn ; 
«© 'Theirs be the Royal Honours thou haſt won, 
Long as the ſtarry Wheels of Nature run; 
Nature, be thou my Pledge; my Witneſs be the 
| [Sun. 
II. 


Now, Britain, let thy Vows ariſe, 
May George the Royal Saint aſſume ! 
Then ask Permiſſion of the Skies, 
To put the favourite Name in David's Room: 
Fair Carolina, join thy pious Care 
To train in Virtue's Path your Royal Heirs, | 
And be the Britih Crown with endleſs Honour theirs, 


LXIII. 


— 


he 
n 
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— —_w__G_—_—______________ 


LXIII. 
PI ETV in a Cour. 
To PHILOME LA. 


MAbDAuM, 


1 KNOW not by what Train of Ideas I was led this 
Morning to muſe on theſe four Lines which I read 
ſomewhere many Years ago, 


The Court's a golden, but a fatal Circle, 
Upon whoſe magick Skirts a thouſand Devils 
In chryſtal Forms fit tempting Innocence, 
And beckon early Virtue from its Centre, 


Tuts Deſcription of a Court gave occaſion to 
the following Enquiries, 


I s there a lovely Soul, ſo much Divine, 


Can act her glorious Part, and move, and ſhine 


On this enchanted Spot of treach'rous Ground, 
Nor give her Virtue nor her Fame a Wound ? 


Is chere a Soul ſo temper'd, fo refin'd, 


That Pomp nor feeds her Senſe, nor fires the Mind, 


N 4 That 


272 Miſcellancous Thoughts, 


That ſoars above the Globe with high Diſdain, 
While Earth's gayTrifles tempt her Thoughts in vain ? 


I s there a Soul can fix her raptur'd Eyes, 
And glance warm Wiſhes at her kindred Skies 
'Thro' Roofs of vaulted Gold, while round her burn 


Love's wanton Fires, and die beneath her Scorn ? 


Is there a Soul at Court that ſeeks the Grove 
Or lonely Hill to muſe on heavenly Love 
And when to Crowds and State her Hour deſcends, 
She keeps her Conſcience and her God her Friends? 


Have ye not met her, Angels, in her Flight, 
Wing'd with Devotion, thro' meridian Night, 
Ne'er Heav'ns high Portal? ----- Angels, ſpeak her 
Conſign Euſebia to celeſtial Fame: Name, 
While Philomel in Language like your own 
To mortal Ears makes her young Vidt''ries known ; 
Let Raphael to the Skies her Honours ſing, 
And Triumphs daily new. With friendly Wing 
Gabriel in Arms attend her thro? the Field 
Of ſacred War, and Mercy bg her Shield, 
While with unſully'd Charms ſhe makes her Way 
Thro” Scenes of dangerous Life, to Realms of endleſs 

e 


I perſuade myſelf, Ma DAM, you will 'acknow- 
ledge that theſe Queries are determined with much 
Truth and Juſtice, and centre in a Name that 


anſwers every Enquiry, Euſebia has ſuch a Guard 
of 
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of Modeſty ever attending, as forbids theſe Lines 
to appear before her from my Hand, ---- Ale- 
thina happen'd to ſit among a few intimate Friends 
while this Letter was read thus far ; and here ſhe 
interrupted the reading with a friendly Impatience 
to confirm it. I know Euſebia's Modeſty, ſaid 
<« ſhe, and a Bluſh will be eaſily raiſed in the Face of 
« fo much Virtue; yet I don't think the Writer 
« hath miſtook her Character. In my Opinion ' tis 
6 juſt and fincere ; her whole Converſation is of a 
Piece: Her publick and her private Hours are of 
the ſame Colour and Hue: She is much: a Chriſ- 
tian in the Family and the Cloſet, nor doth ſhe 
put off any part of that glorious Profeſſion at Court. 
I have been favoured with ſome of the Fruits of her- 
retir'd Meditations, and as I have long had the 
Happineſs of her Acquaintance, I dare pronounce 


& that ſhe lives what ſhe writes. 
cc 
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* 


It ſo happens at 
preſent, that I can give you a Taſte of her Piety and 


her Acquaintance with the Muſes together, for I 
have had leave to tranſcribe three or four Copies 
with which I have been much entertained, and 


Pm perſuaded you'll thank me for the Entertain- 
ment they give you,” 


cc 
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T. 4 Rural MEDITATION. 


| H ERE in the tuneful Groves and flow'ry Fields, 


Nature a thouſand various Beauties yields: 
The Daily and tall Cowſlip we behold 
Array'd in ſnowy White, or freckled Gold, 
| W _ 


5 The. 
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The verdant Proſpect cheriſhes our Sight, 
Affording Joy unmix'd, and calm Delight; 

The Foreſt-Walks and venerable Shade, 
Wide-fpreading Lawns, bright Rills, and ſilent Glade, 
With a religious Awe our Souls inſpire, 

And to the Heavens our raptur'd Thoughts aſpire, 
To him who fits in Majeſty on high, 

Who turn'd the ſtarry Arches of the Sky ; 
Whoſe Word ordain'd the ſilver Thames to flow, 
Rais d all the Hills, and laid the Vallies low); 
Who taught the Nightingale in Shades to ſing, 
And bid the Sky-Lark warble on the Wing ; 
Makes the young Steer obedient till the Land, 
And lowing Heifers own the Milker's Hand ; 
Calms the rough Sea, and ſtills the raging Wind, 
And rules the Paſſions of the Human Mind. 


2. A Penitential THou or. 


C AN TI then grieve for ev'ry Wretch's Woe, 
And weep if I but hear a Tale of Sorrow * 

Say, Can I ſhare in every one's Affliction, 

Yet ſtill remain thus ſtupid to my own ? 

E then my Heart to all the World beſide 

Softer than melting Wax or Summer Snow, 

But to myſelf harder than Adamant ? 

Can I behold the Ruin Sin has made, 

And feel God's Image in my Soul defac'd ; 

Nor heave a Sigh, nor drop a pitying Tear, 


At my fad Fate, nor lift my Eyes to Heaven 5 
or 
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For Aid againſt the Flatt'ries of the World, 

The Wiles of Satan and the Joys of Senſe ? 

Give me, ye Springs, O give me all your Streams 
That I may weep 3 nor thus with ſtupid Gaze 
Behold my Ruin, like a Wretch enchanted 
Whoſe Faculties are bound with powerful Charms, 
To ſome accurſed Spot of Earth contin'd. , 
Give me, ye gentle Winds, your balmy Breath 
To heave my Boſom with continued Sighs, ---- , 
Teach me, ye Wood-Doves, your complaining Note 
To mourn my Fall, to mourn my rocky Heart, 
My Headſtrong Will, and every ſinful Thought. 
In filent Shades retir'd I long to dwell, 

Far from the Tumults of the buſy World, 

And all the Sounds of Mirth and clamorous Joy, 
Till every ſtormy Paſſion is ſubdu'd, 

And Gop has full Poſſeſſion of my Soul; 

Till all my Wiſhes centre in his Will, 

And I no more am fetter'd to the World ; 

Till all the Buſineſs of my Life is Praiſe, 

And my full Heart o'erflows with heavenly Love, 
While all created Beauties loſe their Charms, 

And Gop is All in All. 


3. A Miaught Hy 1, 


180 thee, all- glorious, ever-bleſſed Pow'r, 


I confecrate this ſilent Midnigt Hour, 


While ſolemn Darkneſs covers o'er the Sky, 
And all Things wrap'd in gentle Slumbers lie, 


Un- 
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Unwearied let me praiſe thy Holy Name, 

And ev'ry Thought with Gratitude: inflame, 
For the rich Mercies which thy Hands impart, 
Health to my Fleſh, and Comfort to my Heart. 
O may my Prayers before thy Throne ariſe, 

An humble but accepted Sacrifice ! 

And when thou ſhalt my weary Eyelids cloſe, 
And to my Body grant a ſoft Repoſe, 

May my ethereal Guardian kindly ſpread 

His Wings, and from the Tempter ſcreen my Head ! 
Grant of celeſtial Light ſome piercing Beams, 
Jo bleſs my Sleep and ſanctify my Dreams. 


4. The dying Chriſtian's HoP E. 


WI E N faint and ſinking to the Shades of Death, 
I gaſp with Pain for ev'ry lab'ring Breath, 

O may my Soul by ſome bleſt Foretaſte know 

That ſhe's deliver'd from eternal Woe ! 

May Hope in CHR1sT diſpel each gloomy Fear, 

And Thoughts like theſe my drooping Spirits chear, 

What tho* my Sins are of a Crimſon Stain, 

My Saviour's Blood can waſh me white again: 

Tho' numerous as the twinkling Stars they be, 

Or Sands along the Margin of the Sea; 

Or as ſmooth Pebbles on ſome beachy Shore, 

The Mercies of th Almighty ſtill are more: 

He looks upon my Soul with pitying Eyes, 

Secs all my Fears, and liſtens to my Cries: 
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He knows the Frailty of each human Breaſt, 
What Paſſions our unguarded Hearts moleſt, 

And for the ſake of his dear dying Son 

Will pardon all the Ills that I have done. 

Arm'd with ſo bright a Hope, I ſhall not fear 

To ſee my Death hourly approach more near; 
But my Faith ſtrength'ning as my Lite decays, 
My dying Breath ſhall mount to Heaven in Praiſe, 


Tux Company was not a little charmed with the 
unaffected Air of Piety and Devotion which runs 
through all theſe Op ES, and pronounced the Pen 
which wrote Euſebia's Character guiltleſs of Flattery, 
where the Life correſponds with ſuch ſacred Poeſy as 
this, and makes the moſt tuneful Harmony in the Ears 


of the bleſſed Gor, and of all the Inhabitants of 
Heaven. 


. 
The Courteous and the Peeviſh. 


HERE are two evident Reaſons why a Creature 
who is proud and angry in Youth, generally 
grows old in theſe Vices, and never corrects them, 
Some who were born near Neighbours to Veſpus, and 
have known his Conduct from the Cradle, have 
named him to me as a very remarkable Example, in 
whom 
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whom theſe two Reaſons prevail, to keep him an 
everlaſting Slave to theſe Paſſions; for in the firſt 
Place he had always ſuch an unchangeable good Opi- 
nion of himſelf and his own Conduct, that he could 
never ſpy out his own Blemiſhes, nor could he find 
any Occaſion to charge himſelf with theſe Iniquities, 
and therefore he indulged them without Self-Reproof ; 
and then alſo he is of ſo very waſpiſh a Temper, that 
he will not bear any Friend to give him the gentleſt 
Notice of his own Follies, He kindles at once, upon 
the ſofteſt Syllables of Remonſtrance, into a ſudden 
Fit of Indignation ; his Spirits riſe into a Blaze all in 
a Moment, and with Fire and Thunder he ſilences 
the moſt friendly Admoniſher, The peeviſh and the 
furious Boy by this Means is become a Man of 
Peeviſhneſs and Fury. He wears his native Crimes to 
old Age : Growing Years and decaying Nature in- 
creaſe theſe unhappy Paſſions, theſe inward uneaſy 
Ferments ; and while Vegetables loſe their ſour 
Juices, and are mellowed by Time, this Animal 
grows ſourer ſtill by Age; he appears daily more 
frecful and more imperious. Tho' he will bear no 
Admonition himſelf, yet he deals out his Rebukes to 
others with a ſovereign Air; and while many fear 
him, there are few or none that love him. 


Hg has paſs'd through ſeveral Indiſpoſitions in 
the Courſe of Life, and been often confin'd to his 
Chamber by Sickneſs; but at ſuch Seaſons the whole 
Family is in Terror, for the peeviſh Humour grows 

into-- 
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intoterable. No Perſon or Thing can pleafe him; 
whether Things, or Perſons, or Circumſtances, all 
offend. Not a Motion, not a Step, not a Word is 
right. He is ever teizing his Attendants with ſharp 
and inſolent Language, tho' they do all that Nature 
and Art can do to comport with his Will. He has 
lived uneaſy in the midſt of Health and Eaſe, and no 
wonder that he is all Chagrin and Impatience when 
Pain attacks him; and he ſeems to fret then with 


ſome Colour or Pretence. In ſhort, he inwardly 


murmurs at Providence which has ſmitten him ; and 
while he reſents the Conduct of Heaven, he makes all 
who are near him on Earth feel his Reſentment. He 
is now in the laſt Stage of Life, and the fame Man 
ſtill. The Leopard cannot put off” his Spots, nor the Ethi- 
opean change his Skin: And he that has indulged his 
Vices throughout his whole Life againſt all Admo- 
nitions, has little Reaſon to expect that he ſhall be de- 
livered ſrom theſe Iniquities at Death. The Sins of 


his Nature ſeem to go down with him. to the Duſt, 


and they cleave ſo cloſe to the whole Man, that 'tis 
well if they do not riſe again with him, and attend 
him for ever. 


Nor fo Placentia, the Wiſe and the Courteous, 
Tho' ſhe has been furrounded with Temptations to 
Pride and Anger, yet ſhe had but little of thoſe Vicesin 
her original Conſtitution, and has almoſt nullify*d that 
little by Rules of Virtue, by the Labours of Piety, and 
the Aids of Divine Grace, She was educated from her 

Cradle 
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Cradle in all the Forms of Grandeur; ſhe has been 
ſurrounded with Complaiſance of every kind, and the 
Civilities due to the Sex have leſs expoſed her to 
Rudeneſs and Contradiction; yet ſhe has learnt to 
bear an Oppoſition, both to her Sentiments and her 
Will, without awakening an angry Paſſion, or feeling 
an uneaſy Ferment within. She receives the Senti- 
ments of her Companions, when they are different 
from her own, with all the ſerene Airs of a Philoſo- 
pher, who has nothing in purſuit but Reaſon and 
Truth; and if ſhe happens to take a Step amiſs, the 
Admonition of a Friend is numbered amongſt her Be- 
nefits and her Obligations, 


HER Nature is not robuſt, but rather of a ſickly 
Make ; yet neither Pain nor Sickneſs provoke a 
peeviſn Word from her. She has learnt to receive 
the Affliction as an awakening Stroke from Heaven, 
deſigned to looſen her Heart from all that is mortal : 

She is all Submiſſion to the Hand of a heavenly Fa- 
ther, and weans herſelf daily from every thing beneath 
and beſide Gop. © She knows, or believes at leaſt, that 
her Friends and her Attendants ſeek her Eaſe, and ſhe 
accepts all they do with a grateful Pleaſure. She had 


Uneaſineſs even to the meaner Figures of Mankind. 
Every one loves to do kind Offices for Placentia, and 


happy are they who can adminiſter any Relief to her 
in all her painful Hours, | 


* * 
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Ir ſhe ever finds occaſion to give a Reproof, 
tis with ſo much Addreſs, with ſuch Wiſdom and 
ſuch Sweetneſs, that the Perſon reproved is convin- 
ced and pleaſed at once, and his Reformation is eftec- 
tually begun. A few Days ago ſhe made this appear 


with peculiar Happinels. 


Crit:!l; happened to pay his Morning Attendance, 
and heard Divine Service at the fame Church which 
Placentia frequented, When Prayers were done, the 
Preacher begun; he ſpoke many ſubſtantial Truths, 
agreeably enough to the Text whence he derived 
his Diſcourſe, and he drew ſome practical Inferences 
at the Cloſe, with Juſtice, and with ſome degree of 
Fervency. But (alas! ſaid Critillo) there were ſo 
many old-faſhion'd Similitudes and aukward Flouriſhes 
with which he ſeemed to garniſh his Sermon ; ſome- 


times the Language was ſo mean and creeping, 


ſome of the Phraſes appeared fo antiquated, others 


' ſo vulgar, and many of them carried ſuch an af- 


fected Air of the Sublime and Magnificent, that all 
my Devotion was ſpoil'd. I think I went to Church 


with a good Heart and Deſires of Improvement, but I 


had no Appetite even to ſpiritual Food, when it 
was dreſs'd and diſh'd out in fo diſagrecable a man- 
ner. I muſt confeſs I came home much out of Hu- 
mour, and found no Profit at all. Placentia made 


but few and gentle Replies but in order to obtain 


more Converſation on the Subject, ſhe invited Critillo 
0 
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to Dinner laſt Wedneſday. She provided wholſome 
and proper Food in a becoming Variety, but the 
Diſhes were of a very antique Mould, the Diſpoſition 
of them quite out of faſhion, and while the Garniſh 
of ſome was profuſely rich and gay, that of others was 
very coarſe and poor, Critillo knowing his ſincere 
Welcome, fat down, and confeſs'd he eat very hearti- 
ly ; but after Dinner he took the Freedom to ask the 
Lady whether this was the neweſt Mode of Entertain- 
ment,or what ſhe meant by ſuch an odd fort of Elegance 
in the Oeconomy of her Table. I meant, ſaid Pla- 
centia, to try whether your Stomach was not in a more 
healthy State than your Soul and Conſcience, You 
complained laſt Sunday, that the Sermon was fo 
diſh'd and dreſs'd, that you could not reliſh it; and 
and tho? you confeſsd there was much Truth and Duty 
contain'd in it, yet you were ſo diſguſted with the Style 
of the Preacher and his aukward Manner, that you 
went away fretting at the Diſcourſe, and received no 
Profit at all ; but you own you fed heartily upon the 
Proviſions of my Table to Day, nor was your Sto- 
mach ſo ſqueamiſh as to keep your Faſt, tho' the 
Diſhes and Garniture were inelegant enough, and 
very much a-kin to the Sermon you deſcribed. Cri- 
tillo took the Hint, and was convinced of his Folly, 
beg'd Pardon of Placentia, and learnt for the future to 
attend with a better Spirit on publick-Worſhip: For 
« you have now taught me, ſays he, to make this 
6 Obſervation, that if the Soul of a Chriſtian be 
„found in a healthy m_ *twill not grow peeviſh 

« and 
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« and refuſe all ſpiritual Food, becauſe it is not ſur- 
% rounded with every proper and modiſh Elegance in 


e the diſpenſing of it.“ 


Bur this is but one Inſtance of her Prudence and 
Addreſs in reclaiming Mankind from their Follies ; 
thoſe who have the Happineſs of her intimate Ac- 
quaintance, have been Witneſſes to many ſuch Pieces 
of gentle and effectual Reproof. A pleaſing Serenity 
of Soul has run through her whole Courſe: But ſome 
Years ago, when ſhe was verging towards the De- 
cline of Life, ſhe happened for ſeveral Months to- 
gether to be ruffled and teized with two or three un- 
happy Occurrences, which came upon her at once, 
and gave her ſo much Diſquietude, as made her Car- 
riage to thoſe round about her ſavour a little of the 
inward Vexation. She was ſoon conſcious of the In- 
road which was made upon her Peace and her gentle 
Virtues; ſhe found the angry Ferment ariſe too often, 
and work too near her Heart; ſhe gave herſelf many 
filent Rebukes, and by repeated Prayer and a religious 
Watchfulneſs, ſhe ſuppreſs'd the growing Evil, and 
recover'd her native Serenity. Happy thoſe, who in 
ſuch an Hour of Temptation do not loſe their Temper 
entircly beyond all Recovery. 


SHE is now far advanc'd in Years, and the Infir- 
mities which tend to put a Period to Life are growing 
upon her; yet ſhe is not ever loading the Company 
with her Complaints, nor repeating to them the Hiſ- 
tory of her daily Pains and Aches, nor does ſhe often 

ſpeak 
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ſpeak of them even amongſt her Friends, but when it 
ſeems neceſſary to excuſe her InaQtivity, or the Omiſ- 
ſion of any of the Duties of her Place, or to prevent 
too much Expectation from her under her preſent In- 
capacity and Weakneſs. *© What can I get (ſays ſhe) 
ce by buzzing all my Ails into the Ears of my Friends? 
„ I ſhall but render myſelf difagreeable to the World, 
“ and my Company more unpleaſant to thoſe whom 
„ love; and when J have talked my Diſeaſes all 
over to them, they cannot relieve me; therefore J 
chuſe to complain in ſecret, only to him who can 
ſend Relief, or give me a compleat and joy ful Releaſe. 


oe 


Lay 


4 


In the long Series of her Life ſhe met with few 
Enemies, and thoſe have chiefly ſprung from Envy at 
her Happineſs. Even while {he has been ſcattering 
her Bleſſings among Mankind, ſhe has now and then 
met a very unmerited Reproach ; yet Placentia has 
never ceaſed her kind Offices to them, but travelled 
on ſtill in the Paths of Virtue and Goodneſs with a 
ſublime Diſregard of their Malice. 


So glides the Moon along th* ethereal Plains, 
Bright ning the Midnight World with ſilver Blaze, 
And great in ſilent Majeſty diſdains 
The clamorous Envy of the barking Race ; 
Yet ſhines upon them ſtill with generous Light, 
I hile Brutes abuſe her Beams but to direct their Spight, 


Philagatha, a Lady of fix and twenty Years old, 
was preſent while this bright Character was rehearſed ; 
ſhe 
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| ſhe had been the Mother of three Children, and was 


{till proceeding ; ſhe was ſo charm'd with the many 
agreeable Parts of ſuch a Life, that ſhe reſolved if 
ever ſhe had another Daughter, it ſhould be named 
Placentia. 


— 


[LXIV.] 


Common Occurrences moralig'd. 


AS Theophron one Evening was ſitting ſolitary by 


the Fire, which was ſunk low, and glimmering 


in Aſhes, he mus'd on the Sorrows that ſurrounded 


Human Nature, and beſet the Spirits that dwell in 
Fleſh. By chance he caſt his Eye on a Worm which 
was lodged on the ſafer End of a ſhort Fire-Brand ; it 


ſeemed very uneaſy at its warm Station, writhing and 


ſtretching itſelf every way for Relief. He watch'd 
the creeping Creature in all its Motions. I faw it, 
ſaid he, when he t6ld this Incident to Philemus, I faw 
it reach forward, and there it met the living Coal ; 
backward, and on each fide, and then it touch'd the 
burning Embers : {till ſtarting from the preſent Tor- 
ment, it retreated and ſhrunk away from every Place 
where it had juſt before ſought a Refuge, and ſtill met 
with new Diſquietude and Pain, 


Ar laſt I obſerv'd (faid he) that having turned on 
all ſides in vain, it lifted its Head upward, and rais'd 
its Length as high as poſſible in the Air, where it 


tound 
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found nothing to annoy it; but the chief Part of the 
Body ftill lay prone on the Wood ; its lower or worſer 
half hung heavy on the aſpiring Animal, and forbid 
its Aſcent. How happy would the Worm have been, 


could it then have put on Wings and become a flying 
Inſet! 


SUCH (ſaid he) is the Caſe of every holy Soul on 
Earth; *tis out of its proper Element, like the Worm 
lodg'd amongſt hot Embers. The uneaſy Spirit is 
ſometimes ready to ſtretch its Powers, its Defires and 
Wiſhes on every fide, to find Reſt and Happineſs 
amongſt ſenſible Goods: But theſe things, inſtead of 
ſatisfying its nobler Appetites, rather give ſome new 
Pain, Variety of Vexation, and everlaſting Diſap- 
pointment. The Soul finding every Experiment vain, 
retires and ſhrinks backward from all mortal Objects, 
and being touch'd with a divine Influence, it raiſes it- 
ſelf up towards Heaven to ſeek its GoD : But the 
Fleſh, the Body, the meaner and worſer half of the 
Man, hangs heavy, and drags it down again, that it 
cannot aſcend thither, where Reſt and Eaſe are only 
to be found, 


WIA ſhould ſuch a Soul do now, but pant and 
long hourly for a Flight to the upper World, and 
breathe aſter the Moment of its Releaſe ? What ſhould 
be more joyful to ſuch a Spirit, than the divine and 
Almighty Summons to depart from Fleſh? O Bleſſed 


Voice from Heaven that ſhall ſay to it, Come up hi- 
ther; 
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ther; and in the ſame Inſtant ſhall break off all its 
Fetters, give it the Wings of an Angel, and inſpire 
it with double Zeal to aſcend, 


AT another time, ſaid Philemus, I happen'd to be 
with this good Man when he was walking through a 
Grove, and we unperch'd a Squirrel and a Lark. The 
Squirrel leaped nimbly from Bough to Bough, and 
ran round half the Trees of the Grove to ſecure it- 
ſelf ; but the Lark, after it had juſt try'd a Bough or 
two, took Wing upward, and we faw it no more. Juſt 
ſuch is the Difference, ſaid Theephron, between a Chriſ- 
tian and a Man of this World, When the Sons of 
Earth are beat off from one mortal Hope, they run 
ſtill to others, they ſearch round among all the 
Creatures to find Relief, and dwell upon earthly Com- 
forts ſtill ; but the Soul of a Chriſtian, unperched from 
his Reſt on Earth, flies immediately towards Heaven, 
and takes its Relief in the upper World among things 
that are inviſible, 


WHEN Philemus told theſe little Occurrences of 
Theophron, together with his pious Remarks upon 
them, Ridelio ſat ſimpering with an Air of Contempt 
till the Story was done, and then burſt out into 
a loud Laugh. © What, ſays he, is the old Puritani- 
ec cal Age returned again? Muſt we ſpiritualize the 
« Aﬀairs of Larks, and Worms, and Squirrels, and 


learn Religion from all the Trifles in Nature? At 


« Church let us be grave, and mind the Buſineſs of 


the Church; but let us not fill our Chimney with 
de Lei- 
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cc Leſſons of Godlineſs, nor ſadden our Fire- ſide 
« with Devotion; let us never be ſo exceſſively re- 
< ligious as to make "Temples of the Fields and the 
&« Groves, and talk of Gop and Heaven there.“ 


Philemus could hold no longer, but, with a ſolemn 
and ſevere Countenance, gave Ridelis a juſt Rebuke. 
Muſt we never think of Heaven but at Church ? I fear 
we ſhall then baniſh Religion out of the World. Hath 
not the bleſſed God given us Notices of himſelf among 
all the Creatures, and muſt we never dare to take No- 
tice of him in any of them, leſt we be out of the Mode, 
and ridiculed as unfaſhionable? Periſh all theſe Fa- 
ſhions of -an ungodly World, which would thruſt Hea- 
ven from our Thoughts! Let the Faſhion of our Sa- 
viour obtain among us, who when he came down 
from Gop and dwelt among Men, from every Oc- 
currence of Life took occaſion to raiſe the Thoughts 
of his Hearers to Things divine and heavenly. He 
drew the Leſſons of his Goſpel from the Fig-tree and 
the Muftard-ſeed, from a Ji Sheep and a lauring Sky, 
and there was ſcarce any Occurrence of the meaneſt 
kind which he did not improve to holy Purpoſes ; nor 
does it become any Man who wears the Name of a 
Chriſtian, to laugh at the Practice of his Saviour, or 
to forbid his Followers the Imitation of ſo ſacred an 
Example. 


Here 
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Here follow ſeveral 


EpiGRAMs, INSCRIPTIONS, andFRAG- 
MENTS of POESY. 


PE RHAPS there is no Perſon who hath amuſed 
himſelf with Verſe from fifteen Years old to 
fifty, but hath ſometimes writ upon low and common 
Themes, or mingled Fragments of Poeſy on more 
important Subjects in Proſe, and when Friends have 
been innocently entertained with thoſe little Things, 
and Copies are once gone abroad into the World, they 
are in danger of being publiſhed in a very imperfect 


and mangled manner. To avoid this, it is better 


they ſhould appear as they are, and if they can give 


any further innocent Amuſement to young Perſons who 


delight in Verſe, this may ſerve for an Apology for 
their Publication, tho* they were written in the early 
Parts of Life, and eſpecially fince moſt of them bare 
ſome divine or moral Sentiment. 


LXV. 
FRAGMENTS of VERSE. 
1. The Preface of a Letter, written Auguſt 1692, 


P. R ſince the Morning of that Day 


Which bid my deareſt Friends adieu, 


And rolling W heels bore me away 


Far from my native Town and you, 


O Fer 
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c Leſſons of Godlineſs, nor ſadden our Fire- ſide 
« with Devotion; let us never be ſo exceſſively re- 
<« ligious as to make Temples of the Fields and the 
6 Groves, and talk of GoD and Heaven there.“ 


Philemus could hold no longer, but, with a ſolemn 
and ſevere Countenance, gave Ridelis a juſt Rebuke. 
Muſt we never think of Heaven but at Church ? I fear 
we ſhall then baniſh Religion out of the World. Hath 
not the bleſſed God given us Notices of himſelf among 
all the Creatures, and muſt we never dare to take No- 
tice of him in any of them, leſt we be out of the Mode, 
and ridiculed as unfaſhionable? Periſh all theſe Fa- 
ſhions of -an ungodly World, which would thruſt Hea- 
ven from our Thoughts! Let the Faſhion of our Sa- 
viour obtain among us, who when he came down 
from Gop and dwelt among Men, from every Oc- 
currence of Life took occaſion to raiſe the Thoughts 
of his Hearers to Things divine and heavenly. He 
drew the Leſſons of his Goſpel from the Fig-tree and 
the Muftard-ſeed, from a liſt Sheep and a louring Sky, 
and there was ſcarce any Occurrence of the meaneſt 
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Here follow ſeveral 


EpPiGRAMs, INSCRIPTIONS, andFRAG- 
MENTS of POESY. 


PE RHAPS there is no Perſon who hath amuſed 
himſelf with Verſe from fifteen Years old to 


fifty, but hath ſometimes writ upon low and common 


Themes, or mingled Fragments of Poeſy on more 
important Subjects in Proſe, and when Friends have 


been innocently entertained with thoſe little Things, 


and Copies are once gone abroad into the World, they 


are in danger of being publiſhed in a very imperfect 
and mangled manner. To avoid this, it is better 
they ſhould appear as they are, and if they can give 
any further innocent Amuſement to young Perſons who 
delight in Verſe, this may ſerve for an Apology for 
their Publication, tho' they were written in the earl 


Parts of Life, and eſpecially ſince moſt of them bare 


ſome divine or moral Sentiment, 


* 
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LXV. 
FRAGMENTS of VERSE. 
1. The Preface of a Letter, written Auguſt 1692. 


P. R "JED. the Morning of that Day 


Which bid my deareſt Friends adieu, 


And rolling Wheels bore me away 


Far from my native Town and you, 


Fer 
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Fer fince I loft through diſtant Place, 


The Pleaſure: of a Parent's Face, 4 
This is the firſt whoſe Language ſues 1 
For your Releaſe from waxen Bands; ; 
Laden with humble Love it bows Z 
To kiſs a Welcome from your Hands : ; 
Accept the Duty which it brings, 1 
And pardon its delaying Wings. f 
2. The Sun in Eclipſe. To HoRAT10, J 
Dear H. ; 
TAE firſt Thought which I glanc'd upon after 1 
had ſet Pen to Paper, was the Approach of the 
Solar Eclipſe, and it impreſs'd me with ſuch Force, 
that I was conſtrained to ſpend a few Lines to dreſs 1 
up a ſudden Thought on that Subject, in the Strain 5 
which we learnt not many Years ago among the 
Heathen Poets. ; 
Now, now 'tis juſt at Hand - | . 
Now the bright Sun leaves his Meridian Stage, ; 1 
Rolls down the Hill, and meets his Siſter's Rage; : 
Her gloom W }cels full at his Chariot run, R 
And join fierce Combat with her Brother Sun. 4 
The gentle Monarch of the Azure Plain is 
Still paints and ſilvers her rebellious Wain, ( : 
And ſhoots his wonted Fires, but ſhioots his Fires in 4 
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Tu- ungrateful Planet does as faſt requite 
T' o'erflowing Meaſures of her borrow'd Light 
With an impetuous Deluge of her reſiſtleſs Night. 

His flaming Courſers toſs their raging Heads, 

And heave and grapple with the ſtubborn Shades 
Their Eyeballs flaſh, their brazen Bellows puff, 

And belch ethereal Fire to guard the Darkneſs off; 
In vain their brazen Lungs, in vain their Eyes, 
Night ſpreads her Banners o'er the wond'ring Skies, 


Say, peaceful Muſe, what Fury did excite - 
The Kindred Stars to this prodigious Fight ? 
Are theſe the Rules of Nature? Will the Skies 
Let ſuch dark Scenes of dreadful Battle rife ? 
W hat dire Events hang threat'ning o'er the Earth ? 
What Plagues, what Wars, juſt burſting into Birth? 
Now for his teeming Glebe the Ploughman fears, 
Leſt it ſhould yield a Crop of Iron Spears : 
Shepherds ſee Death ſpread o'er the fleecy Downs, 
Monarchs grow pale, and tremble for their Crowns : 
Vain Dreams of mortal Weekneſs ! 


AwaKe, Philoſophy, with radiant Eye, 
Who ſearcheth all that's deep, and all that's high; 
Awake, ſurvey the Spheres, explain the Laws 


Of Heaven, and bring to Light th' eternal Cauſe 
Of preſent Darkneſs, &c, 


Southampton, 
June 1695. 


92 3. In 
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3. Ii a LETTER to MARINPDA, ſpeaking concern: 


ing our Bleſſed SAviouR, 


LE T your immortal Thoughts ariſe, 
Survey him crown'd with every Grace, 
IJEsus, the Wonder of the Skies, 
The Great, the Meek, the Lovely and the Wiſe, 
The Joy and Glory of the Place. 
Here Angels fix their gazing Sight, 
Here Saints releas'd from Earth and Sin, 
Dwell on his Face divinely bright, 
Copy his Beauties with intenſe Delight, 
And with advancing Luſtre ſhine, 


LXVI. 


The Inſcriptions on ſeveral ſmall French 
Pictures, tranſlated. 


ANGELICA nging. 
HAT, Muſick and Devotion too? 
This is the Buſineſs Angels do: 
When Hearts, and Hymns, and Voices join, 
It makes the pleaſant Work divine. 


CHLORIs /tringing of Pearls. 
Virtue and Truth in Heart and Head, 
Which teach you how to act and ſpeak, 
Are brighter Pearls than thoſe you thread, 
CHLORIs, to tie about your Neck, 
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PayLLis playing with a Parrot. 
Ir Women will not be inclin'd 
Jo ſeek th' Improvements of the Mind. 
Believe me, PHYLL1s, for tis true, 
Parrots will talk as well as you. 


CLAUDINA the Coik-Auig. 
THE Cook, who in her humble Poult 
Provides the Family with Food, 
Excels thoſe empty Dames that boaſt 
Of Charms and Lovers, Birth and Blogd. 


FLORET LA /inging to her Harp, 
FLORELLA ſings and plays ſo well, 
Which ſhe doth beſt is hard to tell; 
But *tis a poor Account to ſay, 
All ſhe can do is ſing and play. 


AMARYLLIs ſpinning. 
O wHAT a pretty Spinner's here! 
How ſweet her Looks! how neat her Linen ! 
If Love and Youth came both to ſee her, 
Youth wou'd at once ſet Love a ſpinning. 


DorinDa ſewing. 
W x ſtand expos'd to every Sin 


_ While idle, and without Employ 3 


But Buſineſs holds our Paſſions in, 
And keeps out all unlawful Joy, 


O 3 Iris 
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IRIS ſuckling three Lap-Degs. 
Fond fooliſh Woman ! while you nurſe 
Thoſe Puppies at your Breaſt, 
Your Name and Credit fares the worſe 
For every Drop they taſte. 
IR1s, for ſhame, thoſe Brutes remove, 
And better learn to place your Love. 


PomoNna the Market-Matd, 


Virtue adorns her Soul within, 
Her homely Garb is ever clean: 
Such Innocence diſdaining Art 
Gives Love an honourable Dart. 


— 
* 


LXVII. 


INSCRIPTIONS on DIALS. 


Written on a Sundial in a Circle. 


petit cceanum Phoebus, fic vita ſepulchrum, 
Dum ſenſim tacitd volvitur hora rotd; 


Secula fic fugient, fic lux, fic umbra, theatrum 


Donec ftelligerum clauſerit una dies. 


Afterwards turn'd into Engliſh. 


THus ſteal the filent Hours away, 
The Sun thus haſtes to reach the Sea, 
And Men to mingle with their Clay. 
Thus Light and Shade divide the Year, 
'Thus, till the laſt great Day appear, 
And ſhut the ſtarry Theatre. 
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ANOTHER. 
So flide the Hours, fo wears the Day, 
Theſe Moments meaſure Life away 
With all its Trains of Hope and Fear, 
Till ſhiſting Scenes of Shade and Light 
Riſe to eternal Day, or fink in endleſs Night, 
Where all is Joy or all Deſpair, 


On a Cieling Dial, uſually called a Spot-Dial, made 
at a Mieſtern M indoto at I heobalds, 


LITTLE Sun upon the Cieling, 

Ever moving, ever ſtealing 
Moments, Minutes, Hours away; 

May no Shade forbid thy ſhining, 

While the heavenly Sun declining 
Calls us to improve the Day. 


Another for a Spot-Dial. 
SHINING Spot, but ever fliding ! 
Brighteſt Hours have no abiding : 
Uſe the golden Moments well : 
Life is waſting, 
| Death is haſting, 
4 Death conſigns to Heaven or Hell, 


ANOTHER. 


g SEE the little Day-Star moving; 
Life and Time are worth improving, 
Seize the Moments while they ſtay; 


| Seize and uſe them, 
| Left you loſe them, 

8 And lament the waſted Day. 
2 O 4 Other 
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Other MoTTo's on DiaLs, 


FESTINAT ſuprema, 
Proxima non naſtra eſt. 
Vehimur properantibus horts 


Ad ceelum aut erebum. 


Sic imus ad atria lucis 
Aut umbras eredbi. 


2 „ 


EX Y HT. 
INSCRIPTIONS on POUR TRAITS, 


The Lines under Dr. Ow t x's Pifture, 


Written by himſelf. 


LJ B RA refert fragiles dederint guas cura dolrque 
Religuias, fludiis afſiduuſque labor. 
Mentem humilem ſacri ſervantem limina veri 


Votis ſupplicibus qui dedit, ille videt. 


Engliſh'd ths, 

BE H 0 LD the Shade, the frail Remains 
Of Sickneſs, Cares, and ſtudious Pains. 
The Mind in humble Poſture waits 
At ſacred Truth's celeſtial Gates, 

And keeps thoſe Bounds with holy Fear, 
While he who gave it, fees it there. 


Various 


5 
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Various MoTTo's for an EFFIGY. 


1. 


O tibi terra quod umbra refert : ſatis exhibet umbra 
Quod mods pulvis erat, quod citò pulvis erit. 
Mens donata Deo cupit immortalia, cœlum 
Suſpicit, æthereis aſſocianda choris, 
Menſftrat iter mibi ſola fides : Amor adjicit alas: 
Surgo : levatricem, gratia, tende manum. 
Nox, error, dolor, ira, metus, caro, munde, valete : 


Lux, via, vita, ſalus, omnia CHRIST US erit. 


2. 

In CHRISH O mea vita latet : mea gloria CHRIST US: 

Hunc lingua, hunc calamus celebrat, nec imago tacebit, 
IN UNO JESU OMNIA. 


3. 
Ta du Cn, Arn, & dax. 
Seeking the Things above, And ſpeaking Truth and Love. 


FY 

Eſi mihi CHRISTUS wivere, & lucrum mori. 
LY 

Xeas%s St To Cov. Kt gSes ch To Fang, 
6. 


dle levis umbra virum, vir Paulum, Paulus Jeſum 


Sequitur, nen afſequitur, 


O 5 LXIX. 
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1 


LXIX. 


EPIGRAMS. 

I, In mirum maris meridionalis theſauri incrementum, 
Anno 1720. 

To ORT A + medin jam fortittr aura popello = 


Hhirat in Auſtrales fructus: Argentea {puma 
Tollitur in montes , (mirandum) atque aurea regna 
Exur gut pento., Circumfſ. enlit undigque turk 
Mercantum, in catum aſpirans : Summa aquora nautæ 
Certatim ſcandunt, & ſe mirantur in aſtris : 

Duifque ſibi diadema facit, nam plurimus extat 

Crœſus. A! infidss, O qui ſapis, effuge fluttus, 

Nec tumide credas (licet auto ſplendeat) unde, 

Ne repetas miſerum per mille pericla profundum, 
Rex brevis. Heu] ſimulac ſubſiderit aura popelli, 
Unda jacet; montes pereunt; evanida regna z 

Nil ſuberit /pume niſi forte marina * vorago, 


4} 


* Alii legendum vellent mortimerina. 


2. On the wondrous Riſe of the South-Sea Stock, 1720. 


*T 15 ſaid, the Citizens have ſold 1 
Faith, Truth and Trade, for S9uth-Sea Gold: | ; 
Tis falſe ; for thoſe that know can ſwear | [ 
All is not Gold that gliſters there. 


3. in- 
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3. Inſcribendum maris Meridionalis Gazophylacio, 
ſive Officinæ. 


DSM es, hic intra, cui creſcere nummulus ardet, 
Cuive crumena gravis nimis eft : Hic Gaza paratur _ 
Ampla magis, ſed onuſta minus; centena talenta 
Auſtrali videas citò ter triplicata ſub undd; 
uod gravitatis abeſt numerum ſupplere videbis. 

Hic bull, fumus, rumor, ſpes, lana caprina, 
Nix æſtiva, umbræ, phantaſmata, ſomnia, venti, 
Prædia in Utopicis regionibus, aurea ſpuma, 
Aeriægq; arces venduntur, emuntur in horas. 


vel ſi brevior inſcriptio magis arridet, 


*** UE —_—_— 


A Non onmne quod hic micat aurum ęſt. 


Apr. 6. 1720. 


4. Sa BIN A and her Companions travelling together 
to ſee fine Buildings and Gardens. 


\ HILE round the Gardens and the Groves 
Your Foot, your Eye, your Fancy roves, 
With ſtill new Forms of Pleaſure in a warm Purſuit, 
Let every Tree yield Knowledge too, 
Safer than that in Eden grew, 
Where your own Mother Eve found Poiſon in the 
| (Fruit, 


5. The 
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5. The ſame, 
Go, view the Dwellings of the Great, 
The ſpacious Court, the tow'ring Seat, 
The Roofs of coſtly Form, the Fret-work and the 


Mark the bright tap'ſtry Scenes, and fay, [Gold; 


Will theſe make wrinkled Age delay, 
Or warm the Cheek, and paint it gay, 
When Death ſpreads o'er the Face her frightful Pale 
and Cold ? 


6. The 1 


Ix vain to ſearch the verdant Scenes, 
The ſhaded Walks, the flow* ry Greens, I found: 
The Trees of golden Fruit for what can ne'er be 
You ſearch for Bliſs, where *twill not grow, 
There is no Paradiſe below, 
Since Life's immortal Tree is periſh'd from the Ground, 


7. RATIO, FiDEs, CHARITAS. 


RE CTA fidem ratio juvat: alma fides rationem : 
Sed ratio atque fides nil fine amore juvant, 


ID EM. 
Et ratio fidet eſt, & amica fides rationi: 
At nibil ambo valent ſi mihi deſit amor. 
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LAX. 
EPITAPH Ss. 


I. An INSCRIPTION n @ Monumental Stone in 
Cheſſunt Church in Hertfordſhire. In Memory of 
THOMAS PicCkaRD, E/i; Citizen of London, 


? who died ſuddenly, Jan. 29. A. D. 1719. Et. 50, 


| A Soul prepar'd needs no Delays, 

{ The Summons come, the Saint obeys : 
Swift was his Flight, and ſhort the Road, 
He clos'd his Eyes, and faw his Gop. 
The Fleſh reſts here till JesUs come, 
And claim the "Treaſure from the Tomb. 


* 


2. On the Grave- Stone of Mr. JohN Max, a young 


Student in Divinity, who dy d after a lingering and 
painful Sickneſs, and was buried in Cheſſunt Church- 
yard, in Hertfordſhire. 


80 ſleep the Saints, and ceaſe to groan, 


[ When Sin and Death have done their worſt, 


_ CurisT hath a Glory like his own. 
W hich waits to clothe their waking Duft. 


3. /Pritten 


— 
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3. Written for a Grave-/lone of a near Relation, 


N Faith ſhe dy'd; in Duſt ſhe lies; 
But Faith foreſees that Duſt ſhall riſe 
When JEsus calls, while Hope aſſumes 
And boaſts her Joy among the Tombs. 


Or thus, 


BENEATH this Stone Death's Priſoner lies, 
The Stone ſhall move, the Priſoner riſe, 
When JESsus with Almighty Word 


Calls his dead Saints to meet their LoRD. 


4. To the Pinus Memory of. the Rev. Mr. SAMUEL 
HARVEY of London, who died April 17. 1729. 
Etat. 30. 

He was a Perſon of a very lav Stature, but of an excel- 
lent Spirit, adorn'd with all the Graces of a Miniſter 
and a Chriſtian in a' moſt uncommon Degree. His 
Sickneſs was a flaw Fever ; but while the Diſorder 
was upon him, he ventured abroad, according to a 
Promiſe made ſome time before, and his Zeal exhauſted 
all his Spirits in pious and profitable Converſation 
with ſome younger Perſons who greatly valued his 
MHiniſiry; in a few Days the Diſtemper prevail'd 
beyond the Reach and Power of Medicine, 

An EPIT AH. 
E RE lie the Ruins of a lowly Tent, 
Where the ſeraphick Soul of Har vey ſpent 

Its mortal Years. How did his Genius ſhine, / 

Like Heaven's bright Envoy, clad in Powers Divine! 

When 
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When from his Lips the Grace or Vengeance broke, 
Twas Majeſty in Arms, twas melting Mercy ſpoke, 
What Worlds of Worth lay crowded in that Breaſt! 
Too ſtrait the Manſion for th' illuſtrious Gueſt, 
Zeal, like a Flame ſhot from the Realms of Day, 
Aids the flow Fever to conſume the Clay, 

And bears the Saint up through the ſtarry Road 
Triumphant. So Elijah went to Gop. 

What happy Prophet ſhall his Mantle find, 

Heir to the double Portion of his Mind ? 


Sic muſa jam veteraſcenti 
Inter juſtiſſimos amicorum & ecel, ſiæ 
Fletus Harveo ſus paren tat. I. W. 


„ A EIA * the Reverend - 
Mr. MaTTHEw CLARKE, 


M. 8. 

In hoc ſepulchro conditur 
MaTTHAUs CLARKE, 
Patris venerandi filius cognomints, 

nec ipſe minus venerandus : 
Literis /acris & humanis 
a prima ætate innutritus: 
Linguarum ſcientiſſimus : 
In munere concionatoris 
eximius, operoſus & felix. 
In ofgicio paſtoralt 
fedelts & wigilans ; 
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Inter theologorum diſſidia 
moderatus & pacificus : 
Ad omnia pietatis munia 
promptus ſemper & alacris : 
Conjux, frater, pater, amicus, 
inter preſtantiſſumes : 


— 3 


PD ieee ea eee, 


A 
Erga omnes hominum ordines 4 


egregie benevolus, 
Quas verd innumeras invicta modęſtia dotes | 
Celavit, nec fama profert, nec copia fandi : 
Eft tumulo conceſſa : Sed clim marmore rupto 
Oftendet ventura dies; pracoma cœli | 
Narrabunt; judex agnoſcet, & omnia plaudent. 
Abi, viater, ubicung; terrarum fueris, $ 


hec audies. | 1 


Now eſt agro Leiceſtrienſi, A. D. 1664. 
Obiit Londini, 37® die Martii, 1726. 
Atat. ſue 62. 
Multum dilectus, muliim deſideratus. 4 


In Engliſh thus. 


Sacred to MEMORx. 
In this Sepulchre lies buried 
MATTHEW CLARKE, 
A Son bearing the Name 3 
of his venerable Father, 4 
nor leſs venerable himſelf: f 
Train'd up from his youngeſt Years 
in ſacred and human Learning : 


Very 
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Very skilful in the Languages : 
a In the Gift of preaching 
'3 excellent, laborious and ſucceſsful : 
: In the paſtoral Office 
' faithful and vigilant : 
l Among the Controverſies of Divines 
? | moderate always and pacifick: 
1 Ever ready for all the Duties of Piety: 
7 Among Husbands, Brothers, Fathers, Friends, 
: he had few Equals : 
| And his Carriage toward all Mankind was 
| eminently benevolent 
; But what rich Stores of Grace lay hid behind 
> The Vail of Modeſty, no human Mind 
Can ſearch, no Friend declare, nor Fame reveal, 
Nor has this mournful Marble Power to tell. 
2 Yet there's a haſt'ning Hour, it comes, it comes, 
: To rouze the ſleeping Dead, to burſt the "Tombs 
And ſet the Saint in view. All Eyes behold : 
While the vaſt Records of the Skies unroll'd, 
Rehearſe his Works, and ſpread his Worth abroad; 
The Judge approves, and Heaven and Earth applaud, 
Go, Traveller; and whereſo'er 
'Thy wand'ring Feet ſhall reſt 
In diſtant Lands, thy Ear ſhall hear 
His Name pronounc'd and bleſt. 
He was born in Leiceſterſhire, in the Year 1664. 
He dy'd at London, March 27. 17206, 
Aged ſixty two Years, 
Much beloved and much lamented, 


6. An 
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6. Mm. EPITAPH on the Reverend Myr. EDWARD 
BRoDHURST. 


Hoc marmore commemoratur 
Vir in ſacris ſupra ſocios peritus, 
Nec in literis humanis minis ſciens : 
Rebus divinis @ prima etate deditus, 
Peritatis libere ſtudioſus, 
Figei Chriſtiane ſtrenuus aſſertor, 
Et pietate nulli ſecundus, 
Concionator eximius, 
Raticne, ſuadeld eloquio potens: 
Paſtor erga gregem ſibi commiſſum 
Vigil, & ſollicitus penè ſupra modum: 
Moribus facilis, vita beneficus, 
Omnigenæ charitatis exemplar : 
Mille virtutibus inſtructus 
Quas ſacra celavit modęſtia; 
Sed non uſque celabuntur : 


Lector, & expecta diem 3 
Dua cwh terriſque ſimul innoteſcet 1 
Dualis & quantus fuit I 
EDVARDUS BRODHURST, -.Y 


Agro Derbienſi natus gt, A. D. 1691. 
Birmingamiæ defundtus Julii die 21. 1730. 
Animam ad ſuperos avolantem 2 

Eccleſia militans luget, 1 
Triumphans plaudit, A 
Suſcipit CHRISTUsS, agny/cit DE us, 
“ Euge, fidelis ſerve,” ® 
Done 
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Done into Engliſh by another Hand. 


This Marble calls to our Remembrance 
A Perſon of ſuperior Skill in Divinity, 
Nor lefs acquainted with human Literature : 
Inclined from his Infancy to Things ſacred, 
An impartial Inquirer after Truth, 
An able Defender of the Chriſtian Faith, 
A truly pious and devout Man, 
A Preacher that excelled 
In Force of Reaſon and Art of Perſuaſion: 
A Paſtor vigilant beyond his Strength, 
Over the Flock committed to his Charge: 
Of courteous Behaviour and beneficent Life: 
A Pattern of Charity in all its Branches : 
A Man adorn'd with many Virtues, 
ConceaPd under a Veil of Modeſty; 
But ſhall not for ever be conceal d. 
Go, Reader, expect the Day, 
When Heaven and Earth at once ſhall know 
How deſerving a Perſon 


Mr. EDwaRrD BRODHURST was, 


He was born in Derbyſhire, 1691. 
Dy'd at Birmingham, Judy 21. 1730. 
His Soul aſcending to the Bleſs'd above, 
The Church on Earth bemoans, 
The Church triumphant congratulates, 
Is received by CHRIST, approved of God ; 
Hell done, good and faithful Servant.“ 


TAE 
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TE following EPTTAPH on Sir IS AA 


NEwrod, was compoſed by my worthy Friend, 
Mr. John Eames, with a few Decorations added at 
his Requeſt, 


lic ſepultus eff 
ISAICUS NEWTONUS, 
Eques auratus, 
Moribus vere antiquts, ſanctiſſimis; 
Qui nec inter athess DEI cultum, 
ec inter philaſophos CHRIST I dem 
Erubuit. 
Ingenio ſupra hominem ſortem ſagaci, 
Matheſin immane quantum adauxit ditaviigue; 
Dua juvante 
Nature, quagqua patet, motus & wires 
Cœlo, terrd, mariq; examuſſim dimenſus eſt : 
Perplexos vagantis lunæ circuitus 
Strictis cancellis ſalus coercuit: 
Oceani fluentis refluiq ; leges æthereas 
Terricolis notas fecit; 
Temporiſq; metas 
A multis retro ſeculis vagas & erroneas 
Certis aſtrorum periodis alligavit, fixitque : 
Duales in ſemitas | 
Vi gravitatis flectuntur comete, 
Advene, profugi, reduceſve, monſtravit. 
Pallidumque eorum jubar 
Beneficum potius quam fer ale, 


Plane- 


3 
n 
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Planeticolis exhibuit optandum. 
3 Lucis ſimplicis ortum multiformem, 
f Variegate ſimplicem, 
. = Colorum ſc. miram theoriam | 
; Primus & penitiis expleravit. Ft 
Fidis experimentis, non fictis hypotheſibus, innixus 
Scientiæ humane limites, 
Ultra quam fas erat mortalibus ſperare, 
Propria marte promovit, 
Poſteriſque ulterins promovendss 
Nuoſtrum ſuper æthera ſcandens 
Monuit & indigitavit. 
Vale, cœleſtis anima, 
Seculi gentiſque tuæ lumen ingens 
Ac ingens deſiderium, 


Generis humani decus, vale, 


LXXI. 
The Cadence of VERS E. 


N Writings of every kind, an Author ſhould be ſo- 
licitous ſo to compoſe his Work, that the Ear may 

YZ be able to take in all the Ideas, as well as the Eye, 
and to convey his complete Senſe to the Mind with 
3 LEale and Pleaſure, Since every Sentence has ſome 
3 Words in it which are more emphatical than the reſt, 
and upon which the Meaning, the Beauty, the Force, 
and the Pleaſure of the Sentence depend, the Writer 
ſhould 
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ſhould take great care that the Hearer may have a di- 
ſtinguiſhing Perception of all theſe, as well as the 
Perſon who reads. All the Parts of a Sentence 
from one End to the other, are not to be pronounced 
with the ſame Tone of Voice; ſuch a conſtant Uni- 
formity would notonly be heavy and tireſome, but the 
Hearer would never be impreſs'd with the true Senſe 


of the Period, unleſs the Voice of the Reader were 


changed agreeably, as the Senſe and Words require. 
This is properly called the Cadence. 


A 600D Cadence in Verſe, is much the ſame thing 
as the proper and graceful Sound of a Period in Proſe, 


This ariſes partly from the Harſhneſs or Softneſs of 


the Words, and the happy Diſpoſition of them, in a 
fort of Harmony with the Ideas which are repreſented, 
partly from the long and ſhort Accents which belong 
to the Syllables well mingled, and partly alſo from 
the Length and Shortneſs of the Sentences, and a 
proper Situation of the Pauſes or Stops, as well as 
from putting the emphatical Words in their true 
Places. All this might be made evident in a Variety 
of Inftances, by ſhewing how obſcure or how languid 


the Senſe ſometimes would be found, if the proper 
Cadences be not obſerved by the Writer or Reader; 


how ungraceful, how unmuſical, and even offenſive 
would ſome Sentences appear in Proſe, or ſome Lines 
in Verſe, if harſh-ſounding Words were put when the 
ſoſter are required, if Syllables of a ſhort Accent were 
placed in the room of long, if the emphatical Words 

| or 
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or Pauſes were diſpoſed in improper Places? The 
moſt skilful and melodious Reader, with his utmoſt 
Labour and Art of Pronunciation, can never entertain 
a judicious Auditory agreeably, if the Writer has not 
done his Part in this reſpect. And tho' theſe Matters 
are of far leſs Importance in Poeſy, than the Proprie- 
ty, Grandeur, Beauty and Force of the Ideas and 


the elegant Diſpoſition of them; yet the late Duke of 


B. in his famous Eſſay on Poetry, ſuppoſes them to be 
of ſome Neceſlity to make good Verſe. 


Number and Rhime, and that harmonious Sound 
Thich never does the Ear with Harſhneſs wiund, 
Are neceſſary, tho but vulgar Arts. 


THr1is Theme would furniſh ſufficient Matter for 
many Pages; but upon Occaſion of a Queſtion put to 
me a few Days ago upon this Subject, I ſhall here 
take Notice only of thoſe vicious Cadences in Verſe, 
which arife from long or ſhort Syllables ill-placed, or 
from Colons, Comma's and Periods ill-diſpoſed, as 
far as my Amuſements in Poeſy have given me any 
Knowledge of this kind, 


IT has been an old and juſt Obſervation, that 
Engliſh Verſe generally conſiſts of Jambick Feet: An 
{ambick Foot has two Syllables, whereof the firſt is 


ſhort, and the latter long. An Engliſh Verſe of the 


Heroic kind, conſiſts of five ſuch Feet ; fo that in 
reading it, the Accent is uſvally laid upon the ſecond, 
fourth, ſixth, eighth, and tenth Syllables. 


Mr. 
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Mr. Dryden, who was counted the beſt Verſifier of 
the laſt Age, is generally very true to this Iambic 
Meaſure, and obſerves it perhaps with too conſtant a 
Regularity. So in his Virgil he deſcribes two Serpents in 
ten Lines, with ſcarce one Foot of any other kind, or 
the Altcration of a ſingle Syllable, 


tos Serpents rank*d abreaſt, the Seas divide, 
And ſmoothly fuveep along the ſiuelling Tide. 
Their flaming Creſt above the IVaves they ſhow, 
Their Bellies ſeem to burn the Seas belmy : 
Their ſpeckled Tails advance to ſteer their Courſe, 
And on the ſounding Shore the flying Bullows force. 
And nu the Strand, and n:v the Plain they hell, 
Their ardent Eyes with bloody Streaks were fill'd; 
Their nimble Tongues they brandiſb' d as they came, 
And lich d their hiſſing Fatus, that ſpatter'd Flame, 


T Ho” all theſe ten Lines glide on fo ſmoothly, and 3 


ſeems to careſs the Ear, yet perhaps this is too long a 


Uniformity to be truly grateful, unleſs we excuſe it by 
ſuppoſing the Poet to imitate the Smoothneſs of the 
Serpents ſwift, eaſy and uniform Motion over the Sea 
and Land, without the leaſt Stop or Interruption.” 


Ix the Lines of Heroic Meaſure, there are ſome 
Parts of the Line which will admit a Spendee, that is, 


a Foot made of two long Syllables ; ora Trechee, where | 


the firſt Syllableis long, and the latter ſhort ; A happy 
| Inter- 
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Intermixture of theſe will prevent that Sameneſs of 
Tone and Cadence which is tedious and painful to a 
judicious Reader, and will pleaſe the Ear with a great- 
er Variety of Notes; provided ſtill that the Jambick 
Sound prevails. And here, according to the beſt Ob- 
ſervation I can make, a Spondee may be placed in the 
firſt, ſecond, third, fourth or fifth Place. But a 
Trochee uſually finds no room, except in the firſt or 
third, where they are ſometimes placed with much 
Elegance of Sound, 


THAT a Spondee may be uſed in any Part of the 
Verſe, appears from this Conſideration, that ten ſingle 
Words, which are all of long Accents, will make a 
Verſe, tho” not a very graceful one: 


Blue Skies look fair, while Stars ſhoot Beams like Gold. 


So that ingenious Mimick Line of Mr, Pope, in 
his Art of Criticiſm, 
Where ten low Wards creep on in one dull Line. 


In ſuch Verſe every Foot may be a Shendee, or every 
Syllable in the Verſe long. 


Trochees are frequently uſed for the firſt Foot. This 
ſounds very agreeably, as in the firſt Line of the fa- 
mous Poem called the Splendid Shilling, by Mr. Philips, 

Happy the Man wha void of Care and Strife, | 
And ſometimes, tho' not often, for the third Foot as 
well as the firſt: Milton deſcribes the Devils 

Hovering on Ming, under the Cope of Hell, 
P The 
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The Words Happy in Philips, and Under in Milton, 
are both Trochees; but ſcarce any other Place in the 
Verſe, beſides the firſt and the third, will well endure 
a Trochee, without endangering the Harmony, ſpoiling 
the Cadence of the Verſe, and offending the Ear. 


THERE are ſome Lines in our old Poets faulty 
in this Particular; as, 


None think Rewards render'd worthy their Mortbh. 
And both Lovers, both thy Diſciples were. Davenant. 


Where Worthy in the fourth Place, and Lævers in the 
lecond, are very unharmonious, and turn the Line in- 
to perfect Proſe. Perhaps there may be ſome Places 
found in Milton's Works, where he has not been ſo 
nice an Obſerver of this Matter *; but ' tis granted, 
even by his Admirers, that his Numbers are not al- 
ways ſo accurate and tuneful as they ſhould be. He has 
indeed too much neglected this Part of Poeſy, tho? he 
has in many Places recompenſed the Pains of the 
Reader's Ear by the Pleaſure he gives in the Dignity 
and Sublimity of the Senſe, as well as by the rich Va- 
riety of his Cadences, which are moſt times juſt and 
graceful, 


HERE let it be obſerved, that where double 
Khimes are uſed, there indeed a Trechee comes laſt ; 


* Yet it may be alloab d, that upon a fpecial Occaſion, a 
Trochee is found in the fourth Place not utterly d ſagreeable i in 
Milton's Poem, 


but 


bu 


for 


is! 
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| but it is not deſigned there to be a Foot of the Verſe, 
for it ſtands only in the Place of the laſt Syllable, 
| which is always long, and the ſhort Syllable following 


\ is but a ſort of ſuperfluous Turn or Flouriſh added to 


| the laſt long Syllable, as in Dryden's Ab/Jalom, &c. 


Then all for omen, Painting, Rhyming, Drinking, 
Beſides ten thouſand Freaks that dy'd in Thinking. 


Note, Theſe Trochees, inſtead of the laſt long Sylla- 


ble, are very ſeldom admitted in grave Poems in 


Rhime, but only for Burleſque and Ridicule, as in the 
Lines now cited ; nor doth Milton much uſe them in 


his Blank Verſe, tho' they are frequently uſed in Blank 


Verſe by more modern Writers, and eſpecially in Dra- 
matick Poeſy. 


Mr. Pape, as well as Mr. Dryden, are more careful 
in their Numbers, and never indulge ſuch irregular 
Licence, except where they deſign ſomething comi- 
cal; yet there is one Inſtance in Mr. Pape's Tranſla- 
tion of Homer, wherein he has introduced a Trechee for 


the fourth Foot, but 'tis with a beautiful Intent, and 


; 


with equal Succeſs, when he repreſents a Chariot's un- 


even Motion in a rugged Way by the * Caden- 
ces and ruggid Sound of his Verſe. 


Jumping high er the Routs of the rough Ground, 
Rattling the clattering Cars, and the ſhock'd Axles bound. 


In the firſt of theſe Lines there is but one Iambicꝶ, 
(viz.) the Routs ; the reſt are Spondees and Trochees 3 
and particularly the two Trochees, (viz.) Fumping, and 


P'2 of 


316 Miſcellaneous Thoughts, 


of the are inſerted in the firſt and fourth Places, to | 


make the Verſe the rougher. The Tranſpoſition of 
the clattering Cars, which is the Nominative Caſe af- 
ter the Verb rattled, adds ſomething farther to the 
graceful Confuſion which ariſes in the Verſe from 
the jumbling Idea which the Poet deſcribes. 


Thus much for the Cadence of Verſe, as it depends 


upon long and ſhort Syllables. 


« Thus much indeed (ſays Cenſcrio, who read theſe 
tc five or fix Pages) and a great deal too much for any 


* Man to write upon theſe T rifles, whoſe Profeſſion 
1 calls him to ſacred Studies.“ 


Uranio, who delighted to read divine Poems, took 
up the Cauſe, and forbid the Reprover. Are all 
Verſes (ſaid he) profane Things? If fo, how will the 
Royal P/almi/? eſcape? But if Verſe may lawfully be 
written, there muſt be ſome Knowledge of the Rules 
of it, and ſome Acquaintance with the Elegance of 


Sound as well as Senſe. The chearful and pious Half- | 


hours which have been ſpent in the Cloſet as well as 
in the Church, by the help of devout Poeſy, give too 
much Encouragement to this Art, to have 1 it for ever 
forbidden to Chriſtians, 


Bes1DEs, if Verſe were but a mere Recreation, 
may not a Life devoted to divine Offices be indulged 
in ſome ſort of Amuſement in this animal and feeble 

State, 
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State, to divert a heavy Hour, and relieve the Mind a 
little, when fatigued with intenſe Labours of a ſupe- 
rior Kind? Was the Character of that ſpiritual Man, 
the Archbiſhop of Cambray, ever thought to be tar- 
niſh'd by his Epiſtolary Converſe with De la Motte the 
French Poet, on ſuch Subjects as theſe ? Go home, 
Cenſorio, and ſubdue your ſnarling Humour ; or learn 
to employ your Reproofs with more Juſtice, For 
my Part, I will proceed to gratify myſelf in reading 
the next four or five Pages too; tho! I find by the Ti- 
tle, that the Argument is much the ſame, 


LXXII. 


Of the different Stops and Cadences iu 


Blank VERSE. 


M* Milton is eſteemed the Parent and Author of 

Blank Verſe among us; he has given us a 
noble Example of it in his incomparable Poem call'd 
Paradiſe Loft, and has recommended it to the World 


in his Preface. There he aſſures us, that true muſical 


Delight does not conſiſt in Rhyme, or the jingling Sound 


of like Endings, but only in apt Numbers, fit Quantity of 


Syllables, and the Senſe variouſly drawn out from one Verſe 


into another. Yet however the Sentence be often 


prolonged beyond the End of the Line, this does by 
22 no 
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no means imply that no Verſe ſhould have a Period at 
the End of it, for that would be running out of one 
Extreme into another, and by avoiding one Error to 


fall into a worſe ; as I ſhall make appear in what fol- 
lows. 


WHERE Rhyme is uſed, there has too generally 
been placed a Colon or a Period at the End of every 
Couplet, tho' without Neceflity ; and thus the whole 
Poem uſually runs on in the ſame Pace with ſuch a 
perpetual Return of the ſame ſort of Numbers and the 


fame Cadences and Pauſes, that the conſtant Unifor- 


mity has grown tireſome and offenſive to every muſi- 
cal Ear, and is contrary to the Rules of true Harmo- 
ny; according to that known Remark of Horace, 


Ridetur Chorda qui ſemper oberrat eadem. 


But it does not follow from this Obſervation, that 


Blank Verſe ſhould abandon all Colons and Periods at 
the End of the Lines; but only that they ſhould be 
_ diſpoſed of with Care and Judgment in a greater Va- 
riety through ſeveral Parts of the Line, as well as at 
the End of it. This will aſſiſt the Poet in forming 
true Harmony, and in making his different Numbers 
and the different Cadences of the Verſe appear more 
various and grateful: It will conſtrain the Reader to 
give different Reſts to his Voice; and thus take away 
that dull Uniformity of Sound which too often over- 
ſpreads a Poem writ in Rhyme. 


Now 
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Now theſe Pauſes in the Senſe, and conſequent- 
ly theſe Reſts in the Voice, ſhould be judiciouſty fixed 
through all the Parts of the Verſe or Line in ſuch a 
manner, that no one ſort of Pauſe or Cadence ſhould 
return too often and offend the Ear; and this may be 
happily performed in ſome Meafure in Verſe with 
Rhyme, tho' not ſo well as where there is none*. Lo 
render Blank Verſe more perfect in this Kind, what 
if one ſhould propoſe the following Rules ? 


I. SINCE there are ten Syllables in a Line of 
Heroic Meaſure, it follows that there are ten Places 
where the Senſe may be finiſh'd, and a Stop may be 
placed ; and therefore if we would obſerve any thing 
of Proportion, there ſhould be at leaſt a Colon or 
Period at the End of one Line in ten; but perhaps the 
Eaſe and Reſt of the Ear, the proper Partition of the 
Verſes one from «another, and the Diſtinction of 
Pocſy from Proſe, would require it rather a little more 
frequent. This Milton himſelf has by no means ob- 
ſerved, but has ſometimes drawn out his Senſe from one 
Perſe into another, as he expreſſes it, to ſucha Length, 
as to run on for ſixteen or twenty Lines together, 
without ſo large a Stop as a Semicolon at the End of a 
Line; and in many Places there is not ſo much as a 


In Verſe with Rhime, Cuſiom has almoſt made it neceſſary 
that there ſbould be more Colons and Periods diſpos'd at the 
End of Couplets, than Blank Verſe lands in need of, which 
knows no Diſtinction of Couplets, nor any ſort of Stanzas. 
P-4 Comma 
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Comma for four or five Lines ſucceſſively, or ſometimes 
for ſix or ſeven, There are ſo many Inſtances of this 
in his Work, that I need not point to any particular 
Page. 


2, Tro' there are ten Places in a Line wherein 
the Senſe may end, or a ſtrong Stop may be fixed, 
yet I think a very ſtrong Stop ſhould ſcarce ever be 
placed at the firſt Syllable, or the ninth, without ſome 
very extraordinary Reaſon for it; the Gracefulneſs of 
Scund will hardly admit it: it ſeems too abrupt, un- 
(ets fame peculiar Beauty in the Senſe is ſuppoſed to be 
expreſs'd thereby, 


3. Two Lines ſhould not very often come to- 
gether, where the Stop is placed at the ſame Syllable 
of the Line, whether it be Comma, Colon, or Period; 
three Lines very ſeldom, and four never: for this 
would bring in that unpleaſing Unſformity, which it 
is the Deſign and Glory of Blank Verſe to avoid. 
This Milton ſeems to have obſerved almoſt every 
where with great Care. 


4. WHERE there is a very ſtrong Period, or 
the End of a Paragraph, there the Line ſhould gene- 
rally end with the Senſe; andan entire new Scene, or 
Epiſode, ought generally to begin a new Line. 


s. THe End of a Line demands always ſome 
ſnail Pauſe of half a Comma in the Reading, whether 


there be any in the Senſe or no, that hereby the Ear 
| of 
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of the Hearer may obtain a plain and diſtinct Idea of 
the ſeveral Verſes, which the Eye of the Reader re- 
ceives by looking on the Book : And for this Reaſon 
a Line ſhould never end with a Word which is ſo 
cloſely connected in Grammar with the Word follow- 
ing, that it requires a continued Voice to unite them; 
therefore an Adjective ought ſcarce ever to be divided 
from its Subſtantive ; yet may I venture to ſay Milton 
has done it too often: As Book VIII. Line 5, 6. in 
tuo Verſes together, 


| IVhat Thanks ſufficient, er what Recompenc: 
Equal have I ta render thee, divine 


Hiſtorian 


And in Book IX. Line 44. 
——— —— unleſs an Age too late, or cold 
Climate, or Years damp my intended Wing, 
Book VII. Line 373. ſpeaking of the Sun, 
Inveſted with bright Rays, jocund to run 
His Longitude thre Heaven's high Riad : the g, ” 
Dawn and the Pleiades before him danc'd, 
It muſt be confeſs'd, where ſome important Adjective 
of two or more Syllables follows the Subſtantive, they 
may be much better ſeparated, as Book VII. Line 194. 
Girt with Omnipotence, with Radiance crawn'd 
Of Majeſty divine, Sapience and Leve 
Immenſe, and all his Father in him ſhone, 
And Book IV. Line 84.4. 
So ſpeak the Cherub and his grave Rebuke, 


Severe in youthful Beauty, added Grace 
Invincible, P: 5 Where 
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Where the Adjective has any thing dependent upon it, 
then it may be very elegantly divided from the Sub- 
ſtantive, and begin a new Line; as in the midmoſt of 
the three laſt cited, Severe in youthful Beauty. 


Milton has alſo ſometimes ſeparated other Words at 
the End of a Line, which Nature, and Grammar, 
and Muſick ſeem to unite too nearly for ſuch a Sepa- 
ration; as Book IV. Line 25. 


Now Conſcience wakes the bitter Memory 
Of what he was, what is, and what muſt be 
IVorft ; of worſe Deed, worſe ſuffering muſt enſue. 
Book VIII. Line 419. 
— — — — — — No need that tho 
Should'ft propagate, already Infinite. 
Book VI. Line 452. 


Fir Gods, and too unequal Work we find. 


Again, J. 462. 
But Pain is perfect Mt ery, the wor yt 
Of Evils. 


AND you may find a Number of Inſtances of this 


Kind in this great Poet, whereby he has ſometimes 
reduced his Verſe too much into a proſaick Form. 
Whether this was Negligence or Deſign in the Poet, 
is hard to ſay ; but *tis evident that by this unreaſon- 
able Run of the Senſe out of one Line into another, 


2nd by his too frequent avoiding not only Colors and 


Periods, 
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Periods, but even Comma's at the End of the Line, it 
becomes hardly poſſible for the Ear to diſtinguiſh al} 
the Ends and Beginnings of his Verſes ; nor 1s the 
Reader able to obſerve ſuch Accents and ſuch Pauſes 
as may give and maintain ſufficient Diſtinction. Now 
if the Beginning and Ending of every Verſe is not di- 
ſtinguiſh'd by the Hearer, it differs too little from a 
ſort of poetical Proſe. 


14 
| 


LXXIII. 
dying World, and à durable Heaven. 


OULD one think it poſſible for the Sons 

and Daughters of Adam, who ſee all Things 
round them upon the Face of the Earth in periſhing and 
dying Circumſtances, to ſpeak, and act, and live as 
tho' they ſhould never die? The Vegetable World with 
all its Beauties ſeems to paſs under a ſpreading Death 
every Year ; the Glory of the Field, the Foreſt, and 
the Garden periſh, Animal Nature is born to die and 
mingle with its original Duſt; not the Strength of 
Beaſts, the Ox, or the Lyon, can reſiſt their Fate; 
nor the Fowl of the ſwifteſt Wing eſcape it; nor can 
the Nations of Inſects hide from it in their dark Holes 
and Caverns, where they ſeek to prolong their little Be- 
ings, and keep the vital Atoms together through the 
TALE changing 
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changing Seaſons. Our own Fleſh and Blood is 
much of the ſame Make, *tis borrow'd from the 
ſame Materials as theirs, it has a ſimilar Compo- 
ſition, and Sin has mingled many more Diſeaſes in our 
Frame, than are known to the vegetable or brutal 
Kinds, We ſee our Anceſtors go before us to the 
Grave, and yet we live as tho' we ſhould never fol- 
tow them. We behold our Neighbours carried away 
from the midſt of us daily to their Beds of Earth, and 
yet we are as thoughtleſs of this awful and important 
Hour, as tho* our own "Turn would never come, Let 
us ſurvey Mankind a little: How are all their Tribes 
employ'd ? What is the grand Buſineſs of Life? 
Are not all their Powers of Fleſh and Mind devoted 
to the Purpoſes of this poor, ſhort, mortal Period, as 
tho' there were nothing to ſucceed it? And yet if we 
ask thoſe who dwell around us in our Nation, Do 
you not believe a Heaven and an Eternity of Happi- 
neſs for thoſe who ſeek it ſincerely, and labour for it ? 
they confeſs this Divine Truth by the Force of Rea- 
fon. and Conſcience, and by the Light of Scripture ; 
but they forget it in a few Moments, and return to 
their Follies again, and with a greedy and inceſſant 
Deſire they repeat the Purſuit of periſhing Vanities.. 


O'T HA x we could but keep ourſelves awake a-while 
from the intoxicating Pleaſures and Cares of this Life, 
and ſhake off all theſe golden Dreams that perpetually 
ſurround our Fancy ! we ſhould then ſurely employ our 
nobler Powers to a diviner Purpoſe ; If we did but 

dwell 
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dwell a little with a Fixation of Thought upon the 
Scenes of Death all around us here on Earth, and if 
we now and then ſurvey'd the viſible Heavens, their 
Brightneſs and their Duration, we might perhaps he 
put in mind of thoſe momentous Truths which might 
direct our Conduct, might wean us from our Fond- 
neſs of theſe ſenſible and periſhing Trifles, and ani- 
mate us in good earneſt to purſue the durable Glories 
of Heaven. A Walk through a Church-yard by Sun 
or Star-light, would afford ſuch a Meditation as this, 


ALL born on Earth muſt die. Deſtruction reigns 
Round the whole Globe, and changes all its Scenes, 
Time bruſhes off our Lives with ſweeping Wing: 

But Heaven defies its Power. There Angels ſing, 
Immortal. To that World direct thy Sight, 

My Soul, ethereal-born, and thither aim thy Flight: 
There Virtue finds Reward; eternal Joy, 

Unknown on Earth, ſhall the full Soul employ. 

This Glebe of Death we tread, theſe ſhining Skies, 
Hold out the moral Leſſons to our Eyes. 

The Sun ftill travels his illuſtrious Round, 

While Ages bury Ages under Ground : 

While Heroes {ink forgotten in their Urns, 

Still Phoſphor * glitters, and ſtill Syrius * burns. 

| Light reigns thro' Worlds above, and Life with all her 
Yet Man lies groveling on the Earth, [Springs ; 
'The Soul forgets its heavenly Birth, 

Nor mourns her Exile thence, nor homeward tries her 


[Wings, 


* The Morning-Star and the Dog Star. 
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Tus far with regard to the Bulk of Mankind, 
whoſe Souls are immerſed in Fleſh and Blood, who 
mind none but earthly Things, whoſe God is this 
World, and whoſe End is Deſtruction : But *tis a 
melancholy Thing alſo to conſider, that where a di- 
vine Ray from above has penetrated the Heart, has 
begun to operate a heavenly "Temper, to kindle a 
new Life in the Soul, and ſet it a breathing after 
eternal Things, *tis {fill aſhamed to make this new 
Life appear, and this Divine Ray diſcover itſelf ; 
*tis a ſhamed to ſhine like a Son of God in ſuch a 
dark and vicious World, amongſt Men of degenerate 
Minds, who have an Averſion to all that is holy and 
heavenly. We would fain be always in the Mode, and 
are afraid to be look'd at in the Dreſs of Piety among 
thouſands whoſe Neglect of God have ſtamp'd the Fa- 
ſhion. Are there not ſeveral ſuch Chriſtians amongſt 
us, who dare not open their Lips ini the Language of 
Paradiſe, nor let the World know they belong to Hea- 
ven, till Death and the inviſible State are brought near 
them, and ſet in full View by ſome ſevere Sickneſs or 
ſome terrible Accident which threatens their Remoyal 
hence? *T'is a near View of the Grave and Eternity, 
that ſubdues ail other Paſſions into Devotion, that 
makes them begin to ſpeak and act publickly like the 
Children of God, and gives them a ſacred Fortitude, 
a bleſſed Superiority of Soul over all their fooliſh F ears, 
and all the Reproaches of ſinful Men. 


I, WHEN 


in PROSE and VERSE. 


I. 
WHE N Death and everlaſting Things 
Approach and ſtrike the Sight, 
The Soul unfolds itſelf, and brings 
Its hidden "Thoughts to Light. 


II. 
The ſilent Chriſtian ſpeaks for God, 
With Courage owns his Name, 
And ſpreads the Saviour's Grace abroad: 


The Zeal ſubdues the Shame, 


III. 
Lord, ſhall my Soul again conceal! 
Her Faith, if Death retire ? 
Shall Shame ſubdue the lively Zea, 
And quench th? ethereal Fire? 


IV. 
O may my Thoughts for ever keep 
The Grave and Heaven in view, 
Leſt if my Zeal and Courage ſleep, 
My Lips grow ſilent too! 
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LXXIV. 
The Rewards of Poxsy. 


Damon, THALIA, URANIA. 


Damon 
M SE, *tis enough that in thy fairy Bow'rs 
My Youth has loſt a thouſand ſprightly Hours, 
Attending thy Vagaries, in Purſuit 
Of painted Bloſſoms or enchanted Fruit, 
Forbear to teaſe my riper Age: *Tis hard 
To be a Slave ſo long, and find fo ſmall Reward, 


THALIA. 
Ma vn, *tis enough that in the Books of Fame 
On brazen Leaves the Muſe ſhall write thy Name, 
Illuſtrious as her own, and make thy Years the ſame, 
Fame with her filver Trump ſhall ſpread the Sound 


Of Damor's Verſe, wide as the diſtant Bound 


Of Britiſb Empire, or the World's vaſt Round. 
I ſee, I ſee from far the falling Oars, 

And flying Sails that bear to Meſtern Shores 

Thy ſhining Name; it ſhoots from Sea to Sea 
Envy purſues, but faints amidſt the Way. 

In Viſion my prophetic Tube deſcries 

Behind five hundred Years new Ages riſe, 

Who read thy Works with Rapture in their Eyes, 


Cities 


— 22082 9 
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Cities unbuilt ſhall bleſs the Lyrick Bard. | 
O glorious Memory! O immenſe Reward ! | | | 
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Damon. 
An flattering Muſe! how fruitleſs and how fair 
"Theſe viſionary Scenes and ſounding Air ? 
Fruitleſs and vain to me] Can noiſy Breath, | 
Or Fame's loud Trumpet reach the Courts of Death ? fy 
I ſhall be ſtretch'd upon my earthy Bed, 
Unthinking Duſt, nor know the Honours paid 
To my ſurviving Song. Thalia, ſay, 
Have I no more to hope? Haſt thou no more to pay? 


THALIA. 

Say, what had Horace, what had Homer more, 
My favourite Sons, whom Men almoſt adore ; 
And Youth in learned Ranks for ever ſings, 
While periſh'd Heroes and forgotten Kings 
Have loſt their Names? Tis ſovereign Wit has bought 
This deathleſs Glory: This the Wiſe have thought 
Prodigious Recompence. — 


1 — 


Damon. 

— -—— Prodigious Fools, 
To tl think the Hum and Buz of paltry Schools, 
And aukward Tones of Boys are Prizes meet 
For Roman Harmony and Grecian Wit! 
Riſe from thy long Repoſe, old Homer's Ghoſt ! 
Horace ariſe]! Are theſe the Palms you boaſt 
For your victorious Verſe? Great Poets, tell, 
Can Eccho's of a Name reward you well. For 
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| For Labours fo ſublime ? Or have you found 
Praiſe make your Slumbers ſwecter in the Ground? 
| THALIA. 

VES, their ſwect Slumbers, guarded by my Wing, 
Are lull'd and ſoften'd by th'eternal Spring 
Of bubbling Praiſes from th' Ainian Hill, 
Whoſe branching Streams divide a filver Rill 
To every kindred Urn: And thine ſhall ſhare 2 
Theſe purling Bleſſings under hallow'd Air 
The Poets Dreams in Death are ſtill the Muſes Care. 


Damon. 
Once, thou fair Tempter of my heedleſs Youth, 
Once and by Chance thy Tropes have hit the Truth; 
Praiſe is but empty Air, a purling Stream, 
Poets are paid with Bubbles in a Dream. 
Haſt thou no Songs to entertain thy Dead: 
No Phantom-Lights to glimmer round my Shade ? 


THALIA. 
BELIE VE me, Mortal, where thy Relicks ſleep, 
My Nightingals ſhall tuneful Vigils keep, 
And chear thy ſilent Tomb: The Glow-worm thine 
With Evening Lamp, to mark which Earth is thine : 
While Midnight Fairies tripping round thy Bed, 
Collect a Moon-beam Glory for thy Head. 
Fair Hyacinths thy Hillock ſhall adorn, 
And living Ivy creep about thy Urn : 
Sweet Violets ſcent the Ground, while Lawrels throw 
Their leafy Shade o'er the green Turf below, 
And borrow Life from thee to crown ſome Poct's 


Brow. 
AMON, 
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Damon. 

Mus, thy laſt Bleſſings fink below the firſt; 
Ah wretched Trifler ! To array my Duſt [juſt j 
In thy green flow'ry Forms, andthink the Payment 
Poor is my Gain ſhould Nations join to praiſe 
And now muſt chirping Birds reward my Lays ? 
What ! ſhall the Travels of my Soul be paid 
With Glow-1worm Light, and with a Leafy Shade, 
Violets and creeping Fotes © Is this all 
The Muſe can promiſe, or the Poet call 
His glorious Hope and Joy ? 
Are theſe the Honours of thy favourite Sons, 
To have their Fleſh, their Limbs, their mouldring Bones 
Fatten the Glebe to make a Lawrel grow, 
Which the foul Carcaſs of a Dog might do, 
Or any vile Manure ? Away, be gone ; 
Tempt me no more: I now renounce thy Throne: 
My Indignation ſwells. Here, fetch me Fire, 
Bring me my Odes, the Labours of the Lyre ; 
I doom them all to Aſhes. 


URANIA. 
Rasn Man, reſtrain thy Wrath, theſe Odes are mine; 
Small is thy Right in Gifts ſo much divine. 
Was it thy Skill that to a Saviour's Name 8 


— — 


Strung David's Harp, and drew th' illuſtrious Theme 
From ſmoaking Altars and a bleeding Lamb ? 

Who form'd thy ſoundingShell? Whofix'd the Strings, 
Or taught thy Hand to play eternal Things ? 

Was't not my Aid that rais'd thy Notes fo high ? 


And they muſt live till Time and Nature die, 
Here 
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Here Heaven and Virtue reign: Here Joy and Love 
Tune the retir'd Devotion of the Grove, 8 


And train up Mortals for the Thrones above. 

Sinners ſhall ſtart, and, ſtruck with Dread divine, 

Shrink from the Vengeance of ſome flaming Line, 

Shall melt in trickling Woes for Follies paſt; 

Yet all amidſt their piercing Sorrows taſte 

The Sweets of pious Hope: EmanuePs Blood 

Flows in the Verſe, and ſeals the Pardon good. 

Salvation triumphs here, and heals the Smart 

Of wounded Conſcience and a breaking Heart. 

Youth ſhall learn Temp'rance from theſe hallow'dStrains, 

Shall bind their Paſſions in harmonious Chains; 

And Virgins learn to love with cautious Fear, 

Nor Virtue needs her Guard of Bluſhes here. 

Matrons, grown reverend in their filver Hairs, 

Sooth the ſad Memory of their antient Cares 

With theſe ſoft Hymns; while on their trembling Knee 

Sits their young Offspring of the fourth Degree 

With liſt'ning Wonder, till their Infant-tongue 

Stammers and liſps, and learns th* immortal Song, 

And lays up the fair Leſſon to repeat 

To the fourth diſtant Age, when fitting round their 

Feet. 
EA c Heaven- born Heart ſhall chuſe a favourite Ode 

To bear their Morning Homage to their God, 

And pay their Nightly Vows. Theſe ſacred Themes 

Inſpire the Pillow with ethereal Dreams; 

And oft amidſt the Burdens of the Day 

Some devout Couplet wings the Soul away, 4 

Or 
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Forgetful of this Globe: Adieu, the Cares 
Of mortal Life! Adieu, the Sins, the Snares 
She talks with Angels, and walks o'er the Stars. 
Amidſt th* exalted Raptures of the Lyre 
O'er-whelmed with Bliſs, ſhall aged Saints expire, 
And mix their Notesat once with ſome celeſtial Choir. 


Damon. 

WHAT holy Sounds are theſe? What Strains divine? 
Is it thy Voice, O bleſt Urania, thine ? 
Enough: I claim no more. My Toils are paid, 
My Midnight-lamp, and my o'er-labour'd Head, 
My early Sighs for thy propitious Power, 
And my wing'd Zeal to ſeize the Lyric Hour: 
Thy Words reward them all. And when I die, 
May the Great Ruler of the rolling Sky [Exe 
Give thy Predictions Birth, with Bleſſings from his 
I lay my Fleſh to reſt, with Heart reſign'd 
And ſmiling Hope. Ariſe, my deathleſs Mind, 
Aſcend, where all the bliſsful Paſſions low 


In ſweeter Numbers; and let Mortals know, 
Urania leaves theſe Odes to chear their Toils below. 
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LXXV. 


A moral Argument to prove the na- 
tural Immortality of the Sour. 


T HE great God has manifeſted aſtoniſhing Wif- 

dom in the Works of his Creation, contriving, 
forming and endowing every Creature with Powers and 
Properties ſuitable to the various Purpoſes of its de- 
fign'd Exiſtence, and of his own Goverment, 


Gop has given to his Creature Man an Under- 


ſtanding and Will, and various Powers whereby he is 


capable of knowing, loving, and ſerving his Maker ; 
by theſe ſame Powers he alſo becomes capable of 
diſhonouring, affronting and blaſpheming him. 


MN is form'd alſo with a Power or Capacity of 
receiving Recompences according to his Works, i. e. 
Pleaſure and Happineſs anſwerable to his Obedience, 
or Puniſhment and Miſery if he diſobey: And the 
great God, as a righteous Governor of the World, has 
thought fit to aſſign Happineſs to Virtue, and Miſery 
to Vice, as a Reward or Recompence of good or evil 
Actions, 


* 


MAN 
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MAN is alſo created with a Power to deſtroy his 
own animal Life, as well as the animal Life of his 
Feilow-Creatures. | 


Now if a Man be never ſo pious, and has no ſur- 
viving Spirit, no conſcious Power remaining after this 
animal Life be aeitroy'd, God cannot certainly re- 
ward him according is the Courſe of Nature; becauſe a 
wicked Man may puta ſpeedy End to the animal 
Life of the Righteous, by Sword or Club, and thus he 
may inſolently forbid or prevent all God's rewarding 
Goodneſs and Juſtice, with regard to that righteous 


Man. 


Or if a Man be never ſo vicious, if he blaſpheme 
and inſult his Maker with never ſo much Indignity, 
and commit all Outrages poſlible againſt his Neigh- 
bours ; yet Gop cannot puniſh him for ſuch aggra- 
vating Guilt, according to the Courſe of Nature, if he has 
no ſurviving Spirit, no conſcious Power remaining be- 
yond this animal Life : for by the Sword, Halter or 
Poiſon, he may put a ſpecdy End to his own animal 
Life, and to all his Conſciouſneſs of Being, and to 
all Power of ſuffering Puniſhment. 


Bur ſurely the All-wiſe God would never form 
Creatures of ſuch a Nature, and with ſuch Powers, as 
that they might inſolently prevent his governing Ju- 
ſtice from diſtributing Rewards and Puniſnments ac- 
corcing to their Works: He would never make a 

Creature 
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Creature capable of breaking his Laws and inſulting 
his Authority, and then defying his Maker to puniſh 
him ; a Creature who might do Outrage to his Crea- 
tor, and yet have Power to eſcape beyond the Reach 
of his avenging Hand. This would be ſuch a Piece of 
Conduct as would tempt one to ſuſpect great Weak- 
neſs in the Creator and Governor of the World ; 
which God forbid. 


PERHAPS it may be faid here, that God can 
find a Way to reward or puniſh, by raiſing his Crea- 
tures again from the Dead to a more firm and durable 
Life. 


To this I anſwer two Ways. 


Firſt, Ir the thinking Spirit in Man, or the con- 
ſcious Principle, be intirely extinguiſh'd at the Death 
of the Body, the Reſurrection of Man to a new Con- 
ſciouſneſs, is the Creation of a new conſcious Being, 
and it is not the ſame conſcious Being which once 
merited Reward or Puniſhment ; and where would be 
the Juſtice of ſuch Puniſhments or Rewards? *Tis 
poſſible indeed, that Almighty Power might make a 
new conſcious Being which ſhould ſuppoſe itſelf to 
remember Things done in a former State, before it 
had any Exiſtence ; but this would be properly a falſe 
Apprehenſion, an Error, and not real Memory of 
what was done before, and would lay no juſt Foun- 
dation for the Recompences of Vice or Virtue. 


Secondly, 
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Secondly, THIS very Reſurrection muſt be a Mi- 
racle, a ſupernatural Exerciſe of divine Power, in 
Contradiction to the Laws of Nature, and not ac- 
cording to the Courſe of Nature. Now is it not hard 
to ſav, and very unreaſonable to ſuppoſe, that God has 
jo contriv'd the Nature of his Creature Man, that 
tho' he be capable of high Degrees of Virtue, or 
of moſt inſolent and horrid Vices, yet, according te the 
Ceorrſe of Nature, he cannot efteCtually andcertainly re- 
ward or puniſh him; or that the wiſe Creator and 
righteous Governor of the Univerſe cannot effectually 
and certainly diſtribute the Recompences of Virtuc and 
Vice without a Miracle ? 


Urod the whole, doth it not evidently follow 
from this Argument, that ſince God is a wiſe Creator 
and Governor of the World, fince Man is capable of 
voluntary Vice or Virtue, and conſequently of deſerv- 
ing Rewards or Puniſhments, there is, and there muſt 
be, ſome living conſcious Principle in Man which may 
be naturally capable of Rewards and Puniſhments, an- 
ſwerable to his Behaviour? That there is a Soul in 
Man which ſurvives his animal Life, and is immortal, 
which carinot put an End to its own Life and Con- 
ſciouſneſs, nor to the Life and Conſciouſneſs of its 
Fellow Souls ? And by this natural Immortality of the 
Soul it comes to paſs, that it 1s not in the Power of a 
wicked Man to prevent the Rewards of the Righteous, 
nor to convey himſelf out of the Reach of his Ma- 
ker's Vengeance. 
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AND may it not be hence inferr'd, in the fr Place, 
that the Soul of Man is fo immortal, that it is not 
in the Power of any mere Creature to kill it? For it 
doth not ſeem fit that the great Lord of the Univerſe 
ſhould give the Preropative of Rewards and Puniſh- 
ments ſo far out of his own Hand, as to put it entirely 
into the Power of a Creature, to defraud the Righte- 
ous of their Reward, or ſecure the Wicked from due 
Puniſhment, It is fit that God only, who gave Lite, 
and Being, and Conſciouſneſs to the Soul, ſhould be 
able to deſtroy it, or take away its Conſciouſneſs, or 
make it ceaſe to be. 


May we not alſo inſcr yet farther, in the ſecond 
Place, that there is no-ſuch thing as the Sleep of the 
Soul; or at leaſt that neither the Soul itſelf, nor any 
other Creature, can put the Soul into a ſleeping State ? 
For this is a State without Perception or Conſciouſ- 
neſs; and if this could be done, then the deſign'd Re- 


wards and Puniſhments of Divine Juſtice might be as 


effectually diſappointed by Creatures as if they could 
kill or annihilate the Soul. 


PERHAPS you will here ſay alſo, that the Scul 
may be awakened again by Divine Power to receive 
Puniſhments or Rewards. To this I anſwer, that if 
the Soul is laid to ſleep, or ſinks into an infentt- 
ble State when the animal Body dies, will it ever a- 
wake again of itſelf naturally to he puniſh'd or re- 

warded ; 


in PROSE and Vr RS x. 339 


warded; or can any Creature awaken it? It not, 
then God alone, who works ſupernaturally, can a- 
waken it. And thus, in the Order of Nature, there is 
no Capacity in this Soul to be puniſhed or rewarced, 
nor can it be done without a Miracle, 


I TyixK therefore we may draw this Conch: 
ſion, (vz.) that every intelligent Being, as it is mad:: 
capable of Virtue and Vice, of Rewards and Puniſh-— 
ments, ſo it muſt neceſſarily be made iminortal in its 
own Nature, and hath ſuch an cſlential and perpetua! 
Conſciouſneſs belonging to it, as is not in the Power 
of Creatures either to ſtupify or deſtroy, leſt the 
Recompences of Vice and Virtue be wreſted out of the 
Hands of God, as the God of Nature, the wite 
| Creator, and the righteous Governor of all intelligent 
Creatures, 


Ann may we not draw a third Inference alſo, 
(viz.) that the mere Death of the Body is not the 
only Puniſhment of the Sin of Man againſt the God 
of Nature, and againſt the Natural Law ; for then 
the worſt of Criminals, by a Doſe: of Opium, or a 
Halter, might finiſh his Puniſhment at once, he might 
convey himſelf away from the Reach of puniſhing 
Juſtice, and the Crimes of Men could not be puniſh- 
ed in proportion to their Aggravations ? Tis the Im- 
mortality of the Soul that lays the Foundation of diffe- 
rent Degrecs of Puniſhment according to Crimes. 
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AFTER all, perhaps ſome Perſons may raiſe an- 
other Obje:27 againſt my Argument, (viz.) if there 
be ſuch ſufficient Proviſion i in the very Nature of Mat 
after Death, to receive the due Rewards of Virtue 6: 
Vice in his immortal Part, or his Soul, what Necefſ- 
ſity is there of a Reſurrection of the Body? And yet 
we find that in the New Teſtament, where the invi- 
ſible World and future State of Rewards and Puniſh- 
ments is moſt particularly diſcovered, the Holy Wri- 
ters generally repreſent thoſe Rewards and Pu niſhments 
as Conſequents c this Reſurrection, 


To this I think there is a full Anſiber given in the 
laſt Pages of a late Z/ay towards the Prof of a ſeparate 
State of Souls, to which I refer the Reader. But in 
this Place I think it ſufficient to ſay, that the Soul 
only is the .*7ral Agent, and the God of Nature can 
effectually reward or puniſh the Virtues or the 
Vices of Man in his immortal Part, or his Soul, 
which naturally ſurvives the Body; but the God of 
Grace having introduced a Goſpel for the Recovery of 
ſinful Mankind from Ruin, whereby the Reſurrection 
of the Body is promiſed to thoſe who comply with it, 
for an Increaſe of Happineſs, he thought it proper al- 
ſo and juſt, that the Rejection of this Goſpel, or the 
utter Impenitence of Men, ſhould be puniſh'd with a 
Reſurrection of the Body, for an Increaſe of Miſery. 
It is the Goſpel only which introduces the Reſurrection 
of the Body ; the original Law of God knows no- 
thing of it. As by Man. i. e. Adam, came in Death, 


15 
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fo by Man, i. e. Chriſt, came in the Reſurrection of the 
Dead, 1 Cor. Xv. 21. 


AND thence may I not take occaſion to infer, that 
the Goſpel, or the Covenant of Grace, which is found- 
ed in the Undertaking of Chr:/?, hath been ſome way 
or other made known to all Mankind, at læaſt by 
ſome obſcure and general Notices of it ; and that the 
great God doth actually deal with all Men now upon 
Terms of Grace, from this very Argument, be- 
cauſe all Mankind are to be raiſed again fen the Dead, 
who have dine Good or Evil, John v. 28, 29, 5 
thoſe who never ſinned againſt a Goſpel, or againſt 
the Grace or Mercy of God, but only againſt God as 
the God of Nature, would perhaps only lie expoſed to 
ſuch a Sentence as the Liaht of Nature might find "_ 
or as might be executed accor diug t9 the Courſi of 
ture, without the Miracle of a Reſurrection, 1 by 


the Death of the Body, and the Puniſhment of the ſur- 


viving Spirit in a ſeparate State. 


Ir this laſt Inference ſhould be found to run coun— 
ter to the Senſe of any one Text of Scripture, I re- 
nounce it upon the Spot: But it by venturing to ſtep 
out of the common Track of the Schocls, we may 
find any little Beam of Light ſhed upon the Conduct 
of God toward Man, and be thereby enabled the het- 
ter to vindicate the Wiſdom and Righ teouſneſs of the 
God of Nature and the God of Grace; let not that 
little Beam be quenc! hed, merely Pen it has not the 
Support of vulgar Opinion, nor been conſecr ated by 
Creeds or Councils. 
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LXXVI. 


Three Modern ABSURDITIES. 


QENS E, Conſciouſneſs and Reaſon are three of 

the chief Principles or Mediums of our Know- 
ledge of Things. This, I ſuppoſe, will be acknow- 
ledg:d by Men of all Religions, and of none. Sense 
informs us chiefly of the Things that are without us, 
even all that we know by Sight or Hearing, by Smell, 
Taſte, or Feeling. Conſciouſneſs acquaints us with all 
that paſſes within us, and particularly the Ideas we 
have in our Mind, the Inclination of our Hearts, the 
Conſent, the Choice, or any Action of our Wills, 
And then Reaſon aſſures us of the Truth of a Conclu- 
ſion which is evidently derived from other Propoſitions 
which we know to be true before. Now the Dei/s, 
the Papiſts, and the Fatalifts among them do really 
renounce all theſe ; they run on blindly and reſolutely 
in their Opinions, and maintain ſeveral Articles of 
their own Belief, in direct Contradiction to theſe 
three Principles of Knowledge, how much ſoever 
they may profeſs to be led by them. 


Firſt, TRE Papift tells you, that in all the In- 


ſtances of common Lite he believes the Dictates of his 
| Senſes 
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Senſes about Things which are near to him, and 
which he hath all proper Advantages to examine; but 
in the Buſineſs of Tranſub/tantiation he begs your Ex- 
cuſe, for he believes a Piece of Bread to be real Fleſh 
and Blood, and gives the lie groſly and obſtinately 
to his Eye-fight and his Feeling, his Smell and his 
Taſte at once, and his Religion requires him to con- 
tradict all his Senſes, 


Crucifier, a Man of this Profeſſion, believes the 
Reſurrection of the Body of Chr:/? from the Dead, 
and confeſſes that it could not be known nor proved 
without giving Credit to our Senſes, our Secing and 
Feeling; and yet he renounces the Dictates of theſe 
Senſes utterly, when they tell him that the Bread of 
the Sacrament is not the Body of the riſen Saviour: 
And thus he chuſes to overthrow the Foundation on 
which he believes the Doctrine of the Reſurrection of 
Chriſt, (which Doctrine is the Foundation of all his 
Chriſtianity) rather than believe what his tenſes tell 
him, when they aſſure him the Body of Chriſt is not 
a Wafer-Cake. Monſtrous Victory and Dominion 
of the Church of Name over all the Powers of Senſe 
and Reaſon at once, and the very Principles of our 
Faith! | 


Ix the next Place, Hylander, a young Fatal:/?, will 
acknowledge in general, that tho? he cannot aſſent to 
any of the Religions of Men, nor believe a Werd of 
what they preach about Vice and Virtue, a Heaven and 
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a Hell, yet he believes what he himſelf feels, and what 
he is conſcious of within himfelf, But if you ask him 
preſently, Whether Man be a free Creature ? Whe- 
ther he himſelf hath a Liberty of Choice in any Mo- 
tion of his Will, or in any Action of his Life? he 
denies it. No; he is neceflarily moved by a Train of 
other Cauſes to every particular Volition and Action, 
and has not, nor ever had, any free Choice, Ask 
him, Whether he is not conſcious in himſelf, that he 
can walk or ſtand ftill, rife or fit, move his Finger to 
the North or to the South ? No, he can do none of 
theſe ; he is but a mere Machine, ated by certain in- 
viſible Springs; and that when two Things are offered 
him, he cannot chuſe cr refuſe this or that, but is ne- 
ceſſarily impell'd to every thing that he thinks, or 
wills, or acts“. Enquire of him yet further, when 
he ſhuns the Church, when he dwiells at the Tavern 
till Midnight, when he fcexs out the Partners of his 
Vices, and purſues forbidden Pleaſures, whether he 
does not feel his own Self, or his own inward Powers 
chuſing and acting all this with Freedom ? He wall 
own that he ſeems to chuſe and act theſe things; but he 
{till perſiſts in direct Coutradiction to his own Feeling 
and Conſciouſneſs, that 'tis God acts all this in him 
and by him; and while he feels Vimſelf, ſo wilful and 
vile a Criminal, blaſphemes the Ble, God, and makes 
him the Author of all his Crimes. 

ConTRARY to all the Dictates of his Con- 


— 


— 


See the true Liter: r Choatce explained an d proved 12 4 
late Eſſuy cf the Freedom of Will in God and Man. 
ſclence, 
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ſcience, he affirms there is no Virtue or Vice, no fuch 
Things as good or evil Actions in a moral Senſe; and 
conſequently that God hath provided no Heaven or 
Hell, no Rewards or Puniſhments for any thing which 
is done by us in this Life: for whatſoever we fcem to 
do, it is all really effected by the Will of God putting 
the Train of Cauſes in Motion at frit, and none of vs 
could ever act otherwiſe than we do. And yet aſter all 
this mechanical Account of themſelves, and this De- 
nial of all Freedom, theſe Aen of Matter and Hoetion 
have the Impudence, in oppoſition to common Senſe, 
| Reaſon, and Grammar, to abuſe Language fo far as to 
call themſelves. Free-Thinkers. Strange and prodigious | 


that Men ſhould ever hope for the Honours of that 


Title which their own opinions conſtantly diſclaim ! 
That they ſhould with ſuch a ſteady Effrontery deny 
what they feel continually in themſelves, and what 
they practiſe ten times in an hour, to gratify a Humour, 
and ſupport a moſt abſurd Opinion, which takes away 
all Virtue, Order and Peace from this World, and all 


Hope and Happineſs from the next 


TA Third Sort of Men of this odd Compoſition, 
are the De:/?s among us. Apiſtus profeſſes he is a Friend 
to Reaſon above all Things, and he is led by nothing fo 
much as Reaſon ; it is by Reaſcn that he believes there is 
a God who made, and who governs all Things ; that 
he is bound to honour this God, and obey his Will; 
that he muſt make it his Buſineſs to love God and his 
Neighbour ; that there is an eternal Difference be- 
tween Vice and Virtue; that Man is an intelligent 

and 
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and free Agent; and by Reaſan he is convinced tliat 
there are Rewards and Pu niſhments provided for Nan 
in a future State, according to his Behaviour here, He 
believes alſo by the Force of Reaſon, according to an- 
tient Hiſtory, and the ſecure Conveyance of it by 
Writing, that there was ſuch a Man as Feſus Chr:i/?, as 
well as he believes there was ſuch a Man as Julius 
Ca ſan; and as he confeſſes this Fulius was a Roman 
and a General, and fought many Battels, he cannot 
but confeſs by the ſame Reaſonings, that this Ze/rs 
lived in Fudea and Galilee ; that he was the Son of a 
Carpenter, and that he taught many excellent Rules 
about Vice and Virtue, and the Love of God and our 
Neighbour ; and by the fame Exerciſe of his Reaſon 
on the Hiſtorical Account of the Facts of paſt Ages, 
he is perſuaded that there were ſeveral Men of mean 
Education and Circumſtances who follow'd this Jeſus, 
and without the help of Arms or Bribery, carried 
his Doctrine afterward through the World. And yet, 
contrary to all Reaſon, this very Apiſtus believes, that 
this obſcure young Man, Feſus of Nazareth, this 
Son of a Country Carpenter, who was brought up to 
his Father's Trade, gave a better Set of Rules for the 
Honour of God, for the Love of our Neighbour, and 
the Conduct of our Lives, than ever any Philoſopher 
did in Greece or Rome, and that he did all this without 
human Literature, without any divine Aſſiſtance, 
without any Inſpiration from God. 


He believes farther, contrary to all Reaſon, that this 
poor Carpenter had Art and Cunning enough to 
im- 
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impoſe falſe Miracles on thouſands of People in 
Judlea and Galilze, and even in Feruſalem itſelf ; that 
he made them believe that he cured the Blind, that he 
gave Hearing to the Deaf, and Feet to the Lame, 
that he heal'd all manner of Diſeaſes by his Word or 
his Touch, and raifed ſeveral who were dead to Life 
again, without doing one real Miracle, or having any 
extraordinary Power given him by God. 


He believes yet farther ſtill, and in Oppoſition 
to all the Principles of true Reaſoning, that the Diſ- 
ciples of this Tous, poor illiterate Creatures and Fiſh- 
ermen as they generally were, except one Paul, who 
was a Scholar; I ſay, he believes that theſe Men went 
about the World, and perſuaded Mankind to believe 
that this Jeſus Chriſt aroſe from the Dead after he had 
been crucified and buried ſome Days, and made Mul- 
titudes of his own Countrymen and Strangers, rich 
and poor, wiſe Men and Philoſophers, and whole 
Countries, believe it; tho' there was not a Syllable of 
Truth in it, ſays he, and *tis ſcarce poſſible that it 
ſhould be true. He believes yet again, that thefe filly 
Men were ſometimes Cheats and Impeſtars, who prac- 
tiſed the greateſt Subtilities and Artitice to deceive the 
World; that ſometimes they were tui Enthy/za/ts, and 
half mad with Devotion, tho' Reaſon might affure 
him, that Impofture and Enthufraſm cannot long reſide 
together in the ſame Breaſt, but one will betray or de- 
ſtroy the other, 


HE 
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Hex believes on ſtill, that theſe Impoſtors or Enthu- 


ſiaſts (be they what they will) engaged Mankind 


to receive all the Doctrines of this Jeſus, and his 
Religion, either by their Tricks of Art, or their Foole- 
ries of honeſt Zeal, beyond what any of the wiſeſt 
Men of the World with all their Skill and Learn- 
ing could ever do in the like Caſe, and went on ſuc- 
ceſsfully to propagate his Doctrine, and foretold it 
ſhould ſtand and continue to the World's End, 
without any extraordinary Commiſſion from Hea- 
ven, or Preſence of God with them. He believes 
alſo very unreaſonably, that ſuch a Band of Knaves, 
as he ſuppoſes them generally to be, carried on this 
Impoſture with ſuch Unanimity and Faithfulneſs 
for many Years, even to the End of their Lives, 
that not any one of them ever diſcovered the -Cheat, 
tho* they could expect to get nothing by it here 
in this World but Poverty, Shame, Perſecution, 
Impriſonments, Stripes, and a bloody Death; and 


in the other World, the Wrath of God, for ſuch 


Knavery. 


His Belief goes further yet, contrary to all 
reaſonable Grounds; for he believes theſe Followers 
of this Jeſus Chriſt, by mere falſe Pretences to 
Miracles and Gifts of "Tongues, ſpread his Reli- 
gion through the Nations, tho' he knows that 
they appealed in a publick manner to whole So- 
cieties of Men concerning the Truth of theſe mira- 
culous Giſts conferred upon themſelves and other Chriſ- 

tians, 
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ſtians, and concerning this Power of Miracles, 
which diſplay'd itſelf with ſuch Evidence and Glory 
particularly in Corinth, where St. Paul muſt have been 
confuted with Shame, and utterly confounded, if theſe 
Things had not been true, becauſe that was a City of 
great Learning and Knowledge; and yet Apiſtus ob- 
ſtinately believes ſtill that neither theſe Men, nor 
Paul himſelf, nor any of their Followers, ever wrought 
one real Miracle, nor ſpoke one Tongue but what 
they learnt before in the common Way: And that 
they ſpread this Religion ſo widely among the Na- 
tions, and ſo effectually, without any Commil- 
ſion or Help from God, tho' this Religion contain'd 
in it Doctrines contrary to the Faſhions and Cuſtoms 
of the World, to the idolatrous Religions of the Na- 
tions, to the vicious Inclinations of Mankind and 
their corrupt Appetites and Paſſions. And tho? he can- 
not but ſce evidently that theſe Men, and their Succeſ- 
ſors in this Opinion, have turned many thouſands of Per- 
ſons to more Virtue and Picty than all the Philoſo- 
phers could do with all their Learning; yet he believes 
ſtill that theſe Men had no Divine Power attending 
them, nor any Aſſiſtance from Heaven. 


Is ſhort, he believes, contrary to all Reaſon, theſe 
things which are far harder to believe than any of the 
peculiar Articles of the Chri/tian Faith; and pet 
Apiſtus pretends he cannot believe thoſe Articles. 
becauſe they do not carry Reaſon with them, 
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My Gop, deliver me from the blinding and 
ſtupifying Prejudices of theſe three ſorts of Men, 
who contradict the plaineſt Evidences of Truth, and 
to maintain their abſurd Peculiarities, renounce the 
chief Springs of all our Knowledge; and let me be led 
honeſtly and ſincerely by theſe Faculties of Senſation 
and Conſciouſneſs which thou haſt given me, in 


Conjunction and Harmony with each other, and 


under the Guard and Improvement of Right Reaſon. 
The Exerciſe of theſe Powers, under thy Holy In- 


fluence, will offectually bring me to Faith in the Goſ- 


pel of my bleſſed Saviour, and in Compliance with 
the Rules of that Goſpel I truſt I ſhall find eternal 
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